Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



MCH UBH ARIES 



37483391 8 



^^Cu^ 



r 



K/C'/, I ~ 




■/*^- 



SELECT PIECES 



«^arl? Voplat IPottr?. 



SELECT PIECES 



OF 



^atl? Popular Poetry: 



RE-PUBLISHED PRnfCIPALLT 



TROM 



EARLY PRINTED COPIES, 



IN THE 



IBIatk Xfttft. 






<* S tool no vx^ W'zttVLtt 
** 2,$ Urn t$ 0otDtiett in to %wt$U 
0^0 telf ifott t ttU, ?e ttoo n t1^*" 

^ « « J * •• ^ A 



cc 



* * * t 



^ttm 



« * * < • • "^ 



« « ■■ «~ 






IN TWO ^ISOt^UMES: 



* - • • ' • • ' 



VOL.;i:^:^: : 



. • ' ' ' • 



LONDON: 

PRINTBD BY T. DATISOlf, WHITBFRIARS; 

FOR LOKGlfAK, HURST, REBS, ORME, AND BROWN, 
PATERNOSTER-ROW. 

I8I7. 






PREFACE. 



At a period when the attention of the public has 
been so much attracted to objects of antiquanfm 
lore, an apol<^ need hardly be offered for re- 
questing its patronage in favour (rf the htde w^ 
nowHubmitted tb it«:iiac«EpC^£«. '-T^adyfitrf 
our national antiquities ha»^ wtthyn tb^^t thirty 
years been an object (^ pOtticUllV lii^eatigation 
and research, and it iui» 4iirlumte)y' met with 
enquirers whose ability and persevering industry 
have thrown much light cki various particulars 
reUting to our manners and history during the 
middle ages. Still, however, new iapiia present 
Uiemaelves, fresh subjects (or enquiiy are riarted, 
VOL. r. b 



VI PREFACE. 

and if in the occasional republication of portions 
of our early literature few additional illustrations 
of received opinions are now to be discovered, yet 
the revival affords corroboration of former conjec- 
ture, which is thus strengthened into conviction ; 
it affords materials for the philologist wherewith 
to analyse the structure of our language, or 
suggests to the poet interesting images of ancient 
manners, which, chosen by taste, and remodelled 
by genius, tend to enliven the narrative^ and 
increaae its interest. 

^ '* ■ . — ; ^** the piercing eye ezploret 

[ tf }it^aiii^i&8,W^ (be* ji)^of eMer diyi, 

'^ Vrlie*iice cblls tbfc pen^te \kJpd his pictur'd stores.*' 

• •• • • •••• • .•• 

• ?. 

• • •/••• ••• 

When we*\HtA^t&'bmir which has deservedly 
• • :*• •*• •'!•••:: : 

been shewxifti^*!])^ i[fi^«of one of the most po- 
pular of our living poets, we may fairiy presume 
that some pardon at least of the success which he 
has adueved is to be attributed to the subjects 
irfaidi hare been sdected by his judgment, and 
embdlished by Ins taste : he has wooed the poetic 
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muse to familiarise his readers with our ancestnl 
customs :-— she has answered the invitation ; and, 
waving over us her ma^c wand^ we find ourselves 
at one time inmates of the gothic hall, witnesnng 
the rude splendor of its chieftain in Ins hours of 
festivity; at another time, aooompanyii^ the 
challenger to the listed field, we are made par- 
takers of, cnr witnesses to, the gallant deeds of 
feudal chivalry. 

It is no small praise to the productions of the 
early minstrels, that the subjects of the simple 
poons, which in the middle ages weie recited 
from castle to castle, dioiild, in the present ei^ 
lightened state of society, again nse into notice 
and considaradoD, interest us by their simplid^, 
and diarm us by the naivete of their representa- 
tions. When the unlettered warrior of that dis- 
tant period sought for amusement in the intervak 
of action, he was compelled to rely on the talents 
of others, instead of drawing cm his own stock 
of mat<nrials : no classic attainmaits gratified his 

b2 



Vlll PKEFACE. 

rudely-gifted mind ; no scientific pursuit afforded 
subject for experiment, or sources of reflexion. It 
was therefore only in the redtation of the minstrel 
that the upper classes of society in the middle cen- 
turies sought for intellectual enjoyment, or at least 
that species of it which results from the united 
charms of poesy and music*. It was principally 
in the love ditty, or the romance -|-, that the min- 
strel found a source of profit to himself, and of 
delight to his hearers. 

In the rude attempt of these early poets we 
are, not to expect rich or hi^y-finished colour- 
ing ; where a life of idleness presented itself in 

• «« Entrain^ par le plaiair et par ramnsement, rhomme fot 
toajoon haUle k tnmTer diffferens mojens de se les procurer, et 
de let multiplier. Ce n'^toit pdnt aitea pour lui d'avoir re9a 
aimjdeiiient la parole, pour t'ezprimer, et pour faire ^dater an- 
debon let moiiveiiiena de joye oa de triite«e dont ton coeor est 
•uneptible ; il a eu Part de donner ploi de £uce k la parole en 
nmimaat dUxwd du feu de la poetie et en joignant ensuite k 
nMnwtiie da T«n oeBe de la mosiqiie.*— la poena duroyde 
NnmrtparlaRtmUiere, toaul 189- 

t Tbe word rommee b here used !q its most usoal accepta- 
tion, diit oT « loqitlimd work of fietlea. 
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PKEFACE. IX 

the occupation of a minstrel, we ought not to 
wonder if many assumed the Tabart and the 
Badge who were deficient in every qualification 
for the profession. Even those who were sufli- 
dently gifted by nature to produce a poem, which 
should possess merit sufficient to excite attention 
in the auditory, oi to invite repetition, appear to 
have had little power beyond that of making a 
vigorous sketch of the subject, without attempt- 
ing to give body and colouring to the mea^n^ 
outline. " It is to be observed," sitvb R-fviji, 
in his ob»*rv,u:uns on ii!'ri^irrJ>, " tlmt all the 
luiii.-trci songs v/iijf I: Kavo louaci their way tn ^s 
orii merely a:p.'ati\«s Tioihin^j of Ti»*i':Jn, .v*i)U«- 
incnt, or cvi-n dt^s-.TiiKio.*. \,s \r-'^ it- [a Jiscoveurd 
;,. nr.^ •,\,;irt'" ^,ii«|ii\r'Tv vv "S iheiT ] Tinajvd 
r?oommeiid.'tM«»r». .ia*«'m|)anietl. it is believed, by 
great iiccTTrary rtC i.MMvjs^niaikm in those fiarts of 
the narmii^'.' 'il^ieli ri:?'ciTocl Xo the dro-«; and 
itabits uft'iG yvi^sonajics iUnK'i'cvd. 

To occouaC, thon^forc^ fur tiie i-euewed po^ 
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pularity which has attended this subject, we must 
pniidpally look to the little sketches of manners 
carelessly introduced, which, as illustrating the 
ruder ages, and pourtraying the progress of so- 
ciety, are become interesting subjects of research 
to the antiquary, the historian, and the poet. 

The best modem imitations of tlie romance 
poems have been necessarily more gorgeously 
adorned. They have been clothed in attractive 
language, enjoying tlie pomp of verse, and em- 
buf-d with the delicacy of sentiment; added to 
which, all (ho i¥'«*c»r^ of description have been 
i.'.'oii^ht into d^'tion to ^v** u. rtr^'rion to the tale. 
Tlie eii.^i'-^'nL.i taste of »he [rcr- ii da\ /. 
quired tliese i;Jjiia^.^<; but we »/<:* rni; ^k^I a 
plettbur«, ol no trifling extent, v\ ir.-^ ! .^^ ' yyile 
outline which has led lo ^:di r«is>ii: ... in csojianing 
the germ which has flowered so iu^urinntly. 

In indulging at the present period in enquiries 
which must necessarily partake much of conjecture 
relative to the literary amusements of our remoter 
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ancestor^ it may fairly be suppoeed that these 
amusements would be varied at different periods, 
aooording to the immediate occupations and pur- 
suits in which they were engaged, and would 
likewise take their tone of colouring from the 
ntuation and rank in life of the respective parties. 
T*hus the romance of dhivalry seems principally 
to have been composed for the gratificatiwi of 
knights and nobles, as the poem fiequendy com- 
mences with an invitation to die ^^ Lords^ to listen 
and attend ; whilst, on the othar hand, it is prot 
bable that those in the lowar class of life were 
amujvd. with recitations of a nature more readily 
addressed to their feelings and occupations, and 
whidbi were occasionally satirical, and genenUy 
Indicrous. Still, however, this dasnfication, if 
ootaltxigetherfiuicifiil, must have been aometimaa 
liable to exception. 

Previous to a military incursion, when the 
fisudal tenants were summoned to the caitle of 
their lord, the subordinate partisans must have 
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listened to the rcnnantic achievements, which, 
chaunted by the gothic Tyrtaeus, excited the 
valour of their chief: and probably the baron 
himself would sometimes incline from the " hye 
deyse,^ on which he was seated at his repast, 
to attend to the humorous lay, which formed 
the more appropriate amusement of his humble 
dependents. 

The former description of poems, however, 
seem to have been attended with a better fate 
than thdr lowly competitors, since the class of 
rooiances still preserved even in English is very 
numerous, and most of which bear internal evi^ 
dence of their remote antiqui^ ; whilst, on the . 
other hand, comparatively few lengthened poems 
of a ludicrous, satirical, or miscellaneous nature 
of very early date are now extant, although that 
there was formerly a great abundance of that de» 
acription we learn fix)m the introductory passage 
of the old poem of ^^ Lay le Freine^^ which 
beinns. 



PBEFACB. Xm 

*■ W« redtlh oftc, and findetk j-wiita, 

" And thii cinkei «e[e it wUc> 

"glayti tlut ben in hirping, 

" Ben y-famide of ferii tliitig : 

" Sum bellie of wer, and lum of no, 

" Sum id' joic, and mirlbe abot 

" And mm of Irecherie, and of gile, 

•• Of oM ■neutnan tbM fel while. 

" And lom of bonrdcs and liliaudj,' Sec 

Moel, however, of our old romantic pomis are 
translated irom the French, a inrcumstance never- 
thelefls vhich does Dot in the least degree tend to 
invalidate thm interest, or lessen their authority, 
aa throwing liglit on the early dre§s, uaages, and 
habits of the English ; nnce, owing to the inti- 
mate connection of the two countnea during the 
.early reigns of the Plantagenet dynaa^, there 
vas little discrepancy between tbem in the above- 
mcntitnied particulars; and in fact, the natural 
ties which so long united this island witli its 
nearest continental neighbours, were not dis- 
solved, until the long wars of Edward 3d. excited 
an irritaticHi wluch severed the two nations more 
completely, and eventually produced an almost 



XIV PREFACE. 

total alienation. But even ifthis were not so, there 
are solid grounds f(nr believing that a very large 
portion of the romances, existing in the language 
from which they are thus emphatically entitled^ 
were written or composed in this country at a 
period when that language formed the prindpal 
▼diicle of poetry as well as of courtly conversation. 
With respect, however, to the lighter eariy 
English poems, their originality must, it is be- 
lieved, be still more apocryphal, once several of 
them at least are obviously translatioiis fitim, inr 
imitations of, andent French fabliaux^. Sudiwai 
the case, it is supposed, with the ^* Frere and the 
Boye,^ and *^ How a Merchande dyd hys Wyfe 
betray,^ published by Mr. lUtson; and two of 
the poems contained in the second vcdume of this 
collection seem to be taken fixxn similar souroet. 
The plan, as well as quaintness of the title to tibe 

* A large proportion hnreftr of the Fraoch iablkuiz« or CtUet, 
were written in Engbuid^— Vid. ArehteoUigia, toI. iHL pp» 86, et 
ie^ttid 249* 
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" Proud Wifes Patemoater" mi^t have been 
suggested by '* U Pcternostre d'amours,'' one of 
the tales giren by M. Meon in his edition of 
** FaUiaux et contes des poetes Francois des zL 
xiL xiii. xir. et xv. n^les.^ Faiis, 1808. torn. rr. 
p.441. Ami the materiak for <* The Wife lapped 
in MctteTs skin'" are to be found (thou^ with 
considerable variation) in a tale oontained in the 
same work, entitled, " De la male Dame, alias de 
la Dame qui fu eacoiUiee," vol. iv, p. S65. The 
name c£ ' M<veJ' also occurs as ^ven to a horse in 
another fabliau in the same work, called, " CW 
de la Same qui avme demandtnt pour morel* m 
pvovende aTcrir," toL iv. pi 277. 

In the arrangement adopted t^ the editor in 
the publication of these volumes he has divided 
the romances of chivalry from the more humccout 
poems, conndering them not only as being sped- 
mens of distinct classes, but also as being the 

♦ In old French ' Miiriaj'— che»i[ noir — Mnnu. JBajtu^ 
OlM. dt la laigiiTnBMfiU. lOS. . 
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producdcms of two different seras. The first 
volume is confined to romances, which, although 
(with the exception of one) taken from printed 
copies, nevertheless contain strong internal evi- 
dence of thdr being composed at a period long 
anterior to the invention of printing, even if such 
antiquity were not proved in many instances by 
thdr being found in early MSS. Notwithstanding 
three of the romances contained in the first vo- 
lume had already been analysed by Mr. Greoige 
Ellis, the editor conceived that the publication of 
them in thdbr complete state would not be th^ 
less welcome to the antiquary and philologisL 
Every one must admire the el^ant work of that 
gentleman, and desirable to n large pxiportion of 
readers as his epitome must ever be, it was 
uDagined that a limited reprint of the entire 
poems would be acceptable to those who would 
wish to see the story in its rude umplid^, 
clothed in the very garb which rendered it ac- 
ceptable to our unlettered finefathers. The un- 



tutored Polynesian is much more an object o£ 
iatetest and curiosity, with no other clothing than 
his war-mat and feathered hehnet, than if fidly 
equipped in the costume of European society. 

The secfMid vtdume is ctmfined entirely to hu- 
morous and satirical pieces of a later but still 
distant period, Nnce niost, if not all of them, are 
only now to be found printed in the black letter, 
and can hardly in their presrat shape and lan- 
guage be carried farther back than the middle of 
the 16th century. It may be considered as seme 
recommendation of this latter volume, that most <^ 
the {ueces contained in it were the subjects of pa- 
n^yric by that accurate and intelligent antiquary 
lUtson, in compliance^with whose sujj^eatioQ tfaia 
work ori^nated. 

The ti^d moralist of the present day may per- 
luus feel inclined to censure the idiraseolciiy of 
some <^ these latter poems as occasionally swerving 
frnn the language of decency : such accusation 
mig^t be weU founded if the ideas of the port 
were to be measured by the standard of modem 
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correctness: but decency is the child of refine* 
ment, and eveiy one, at aU acquainted with the 
manners and mode of living of mankind during the 
middle ages, must be fully aware, that althou^ 
there was less of delicacy in the language, and 
perhaps in the habits of society, yet that in the 
strictness of moral principle our ancestors hardly 
yielded to their more polished descendants. 

Accuracy in the republication is all the merit 
the editor claims in superintending these volumes 
through the press. He gratefully acknowledges 
the kindness of the Marquis of Blandfcml, Mr. 
Douce, and Mr. Heber, in affording him thie 
loan of several rare volumes in their respective 
collections. . 

T^ose who take up this little republication of 
some interesting spedmens of our early poesy, 
may be encouraged in the perusal by reoollectiiig 
the words of the Priest in Dcm Qinxote: 

• * 

** Pbet desa inanen*" dixo el cnra, " qaiero leerUi per 
tonmdad ilgiiieift, tphk teodtk ajguiiii de gasto.* 

E. V. U. 
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This poem is supposed^Jram the name of the hero, 
to have been a translation from some early French 
romance, although none with a similar title is now 
kncfom to exist. In the romance of Syr Launfal the 
same name is given to ajemale. In addition to the 
title, Jurther evidence is afforded of its French ori» 
ginal by the quotationfrom the * Romaynes,* 1,3X6, 
vJiich, according to the opinion of our best informed 
antiquaries, uniformly praoes the parent stock to 
have been in the old French or romance language. 
The English version is conjectured to have been 
made about the reign ofEdvaard II. and voas pro^^ 
bably one of those poems intended^ as Tyrmhitt 
observes, to be ridiculed by Chaucer in his ** rime 
of Sire Thopas" As a xohole, it is not devoid of 
interest, and although draxvn out by the writer to an 
unnecessary length, may afford no very unfavour^ 
able specimen of the species of amusement derived 
by ourfrudal ancestors from the romantic recitations 
of the minstrels. The language is materially mo^ 
demized in the printed copies, although many xvords 
of** olden time" are still to befrmnd in them. It 
will be seen there is great irregularity in thejbrm of 
the stanzas. 

It is particularized in Laneham*s letter giving 
an account of Queen Elizabeth* s reception at Kenil' 
worth Castle, as having been in the celebrated 
collection of Captain Cox, the mason. 



Tnoprintai copiet, botk bg Copland, tmd with- 
out dale, in 4to, are htown to exitl; vix. one in the ' 
Bodleian library, in a quarto volume qfthe Sdden 
coBectioH, marked C.agi and a second in the Gar^ 
rick collection qfoldplayx, in the Briiith Muternn, 
vol. K. \Q.jTont which latter the poem it here re- 
printed. Theie appear to be dittinci editioni. 

It occnrt also in MS. in the public library at 
Cambrii^, 690. § 29. and it alto ttated by Bithop 
Percy to have been in hisjolio MS. 

To the copy in the Garrick collection is pr^ed 
a miserab^ executed wood cvt (often usedabout the 
tame period by Copland) of a knight on kortebaek, 
accompanied by several other pertont, holding out 
hit hand to a monarch. 



SiSf Ztsamomx, 




Now Jesu Chtyste our heueo kynge 
Grounte you all his dere blessynge. 

And bye heuen for to wynne, 
If ye wyll a stouncte laye to your ten. 
Of aduentres ye shall here 

That \*-yU be to your lykynge. 

Of a kynge and of a quene 
That great joye had them betwe[ne] 
Syr Aradaa was his name ; 



b SYR TRYAMOURE. 

He had a quene named Margarete^ 10 

She was as treue as Steele, and swete. 

And full false brought in fame 
By the kynges stuarde that M arrocke hight, 
A tratoure and a false knight : 

Here after ye wyll saye all the same. 
He loued wde that lady gent. 
And for she wolde not with him consent. 

He dyde that good quene moche shame. 

Thys kynge loued well his quene> 

Bycause she was semely to sene, 20 

And as true as the turtel on tree ; 
Ether to other made grete mone. 
For chyldren together had they none, 

Bygoten on theyr bodyj 
Therfore the kynge, I vnderstonde. 
Made a vowe to go to the hole lande, 

Therfore to fyght and to sle^ 
And prayed God that wolde sende him tho 
Grace to gete a chylde bytwene them two> 

That there ryght myght be : 30 

So his vowe he dyde there make. 
And of the pope they crosse dyde lie take. 
For to seke the londe where God hym bought. 
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The nyght of hia departinge, on y* lady mylde 
As God it woUe, be gate a chylde. 
But they bothe wyste it nought; 

And on the morowe vhan it was daye. 
The kynge hyed on his joumeye. 

For to tary, he it not thoughte; 
Than the quene b^;an to morne, 
Bycause her k»tle wolde no lenger niome. 

She Byg^ied sore and aobbed fiill otU; 

The kynge and hia men anned them rjf^itCt 
Both lordea, barona, and many a knyght. 

With him for to goo ; 
Than bytwene her, and the kynge. 
Was muche aorowe and moumynge 

Whan they iholde departe in two : 
He kysaed and toke his leue of the qnene. 
And of other ladies, bri^te and aheoe. 

And of Marrocke hia atuaidc also; 
The kynge comailded hym on payne of Us lyfe. 
All for to kepe well the quene hia wyfe, 

Bothe in wayle and in woo ; 

Nowe is the kynge forthe gone, 
To the place where Ood was <hi the crosee done. 
And warreth there awhyle; 

y. M. wagit for vnt. 
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Than bethought this false stuarde^ 
As ye shall here afterwarde^ 
His lorde and kyng to begyle. 



60 



He wowed the quene daye and nyght^ 
For to lye with her and he myght, 

He dredde no creature tho ; 
Full fayre he dyde to tliat lady speke> 
That he mighte in bedde with her slepe, 

Thvs full ofte he prayed her so } 



But she was stedfast in her thought^ 
And herde hym speke, and sayd nought, 

Tyll he all his tale had tolde^ 
Th2 she sayd, Marroke hast thou roo thought^ 
All that thou spcketh is for nought, 

I trowe not that thou woulde: 
Full well my lorde dyde trust thee. 
Whan he to you delyuered me^ 

To haue me vnder thy holde; 
And woldest (thou) full fayne. 
Do to thy lorde shame, 

Traytoure thou arte to bolde. 



TO 



Than sayd Marroke vnto that lady. 
My lorde is gone nowe verely, 
Agayne Goddes foes to fyght; 
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And without the more vonder be. 
He shall come no more at thee. 

As I am a true knyglit. 
And madiime wc wyl worke so priuely, 
That winder he do lyiie or dye. 

For of this shall wyte no wy^ht : 

ThaD 'wa.'ced tlie quene wonder wrotbe. 
And swore many a grete othe. 

As she was a true woman ; 90 

She sayd, treaytoure yf euer thoa be so har^y. 
To shewc me of such a velany. 

On a golowcs thou shalt hangc; 
Yf I may knowe after this 
That thou tyce me. to do a mysse 

Thou shall haue the lawc of the londe. 

Syr Marroke sayd, lady mercy ! 
I sayd it For no velany. 

By Jhesu heven kyuge; 
But onely for to proue yoor wyll, 100 

Whyther that ye were good, or yll. 

And frir none other thyng«. 
But now madame, I may well see, 
That ye be true as turtle on the tre, 

Vnto my kmie the kynge, 
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And that is to me bothe gladde and lefe> 
Therfore take it not in grefe. 
For no maner of thynge. 

And so the treatoure excused hym tho^ 

The lady wende it had bene so^ 1 10 

As the stuarde had sayde; 
He wente forthe> and helde hym styll^ 
And thought he coud not haue his wil> 

Therfore he was euyll apayde : 
So with treason, and trechery^ 
He thought to do her velany^ 

Thus to hymselfe he sayde: 
Nyght and daye laboured he than^ 
For to deceyue that good woman^ 

So at the laste he her betrayed. 120 

f Now of thys good queue leue we; 
And by the grace of the holy triniti 

Full grete with chyld she dyde gone. 
f Now of kynge Aradas spdce wee *, 
That fuU ferre in hethenesse is he. 

To fyghte agayne Goddes fonne. 

Ther with his armi^ and withal his mighty 
Slew many a proude Sarzyn in fyghte; 
Grete worde of them there rose 
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In the hethen lond, iukI also in pageny. 
And in euery Other lende that they cune by, 
There spraiigc of hym grete loee. 

Whan he had done his pilgrimage, 
And laboured all that great vaygcf 

With all his good wyll and lyberte: 
At flome Ionian, and at Bedleem, 
And at Caluery, besyde Jhenualem, 

Id all the places was he : 
Than he longed to come home. 
To Be hia lady tliat lyued alone. 

He thought euer oo her gretely. 

So longe they aaylcd on the finue, 
Tyll at the last he came home. 

He aryued ouer the saltc stronde. 
The shyppes dyde stryke theyr Myllee echone. 
The men were ^ladde y' tlie kyngc caiae home 

Vnto bis owne lande: 
There was bothe myrthe and fiaix. 
The quene of his cominge was full fayne : 

Eche of them tolde other tydynge ; 
The kynge at loste hia quene behelde. 
And sawe her so grete with childe. 

He wondred at tiNtt thyng: 
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Many tymes he dyd her kysse. 
And made grete joye wythoute mysse. 
His hert made great reioysynge. 

Soone after the kynge herde tydynges newe^ 
By Marrocke that- ftJse knyght vntrewe. 

With treason he gan his lorde frayne: 
My lorde he sayd for Goddes byne, iGO 

Of that chylde that neuer was thyne^ 

Why arte thou so fayne ? 
Ye wene that it your owne be j 
But syr, he sayde, for certente^ 

•Your quene hath you betrayne : 
An other knyght so God me spede^ 
Bygate thys chylde syth you yede> 

And hath thy quene forlayne. 

Alas sayd the kynge how maye this be. 

For I betoke her vnto the, IfO 

Her to kepe in wele and wo ? 
And vnder thy kepynge how fortunes this. 
That thou suffred her in do amys ? 

Alas Marocke why dyde thou so ? 
Syr, sayde the stuarde, blame not me. 
For moche mone she made for the, . 

As thought she had loued no moo : 

F. 160. bondt? from the A. S. P^nbui, includere. 
V, 177. thought for though. 
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I trowed on ber no velany, 
Tyll I sawe one lye her by. 

As the mele had wrou^t; 
To hym I canne with eger mode. 
And slewe the traytoure as he stode ; 

Full sore it her forthought; 
Than ehe trowed she sholde be shente. 
And promysed me both londe and rente. 

So feyrc she me besoughte. 
To do with her al my wyll, 
Yf that 1 wolde holde me styll. 

And tdl you nought : 

Of this, said y* king, I haue gret woder. 
For sorowe my hert wyll breke asonder. 

Why hathe she done umysse ? 
Alasse to whome shaU 1 me mone, 
Syth I haue loste my comly queue. 

That 1 was wont to kysse ! 
Hie kyng sayd, Marrocke, what is thy rede ! 
It is beste to brenne her to ded. 

My lady that hathe done me this : — 
Now by cause that she is taiae to me, 
I wyll oeuer more her ee. 

Nor dele with her ywys. 
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The stuarde sayd^ lorde^ do not so. 
Thou shalte her neyther brenne ne fio. 

But do as I shall you tell. 
Marrocke sayd, this counceyll I : 
Banysshe her out of your londe preuely, 

Ferre in exylej 
Delyuer her an ambdynge stede. 
And an olde knyght, her to lede. 

Thus by my eouncell loke ye doj 210 

And gyae them some spendynge. 
That may them oute of the londe to brynge> 

I wolde no better than so j 

And an other manes chylde sholde be your heyre. 
It were neyther good, nor fiayre. 

But if it were of your kynne. 
Than sayd the kynge, so mote I the, 
Ryght as thou sayest, so shall it be : 

And erst wyll I neuer blyne. 
So now is exyled that good quene, 330 

But she wist not what it dyne menc. 

Nor what made hym to hegynne-f 
To speke to her he ne wolde > 
That made the queues herte full cold. 

And that was grete pyte and synne. 

F.391. dyne. Qa. dydef 
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He Jyde her doth in purine wede. 
And aette her on an olde stede. 
That was both croked, and alnx»t blynd. 

He toke her ao olde knyght, 

Kynne to the quene, and Syr Roger hygiit, 

That was bothe corteyBe, and kyndej 
Thre dayes be ^uc hym leue to passe. 
And after that daye set was, 

Yf men myght them fynde, 
The quene sholde be brenned stercke deed. 
In a fyre, with flames rede: 

This came of the stnardes myndsi 



Forty florens for theyr expence. 

The kyng bad gyue the in this pnaen. 

And conunaunded them to go. 
The Udy mourned aa she sholde dye, 
For all this she wiste not why. 

He fared with her so. 
The good knight comforted tbd quene. 
And sayd, at Goddea wytl all must bent, 

Therfore, madam^ mourn yon no more. 
Syr Roger bathe for her mncbe care. 
For ofte she mourned as she dyd f)u«. 

And cryed and sygbed foil sore ; 
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Lordes^ knyghtes, and ladyes gcnte, 350 

Mourned for her whan she wente. 

And be wayled her that season. 
The quenc began to make sorow and care^ 
Whan she from the kynge should fare. 

With wronge agayne all reason : , 
Forth they wente, in nombre thre, 
Syr Roger, the queue, and the grehounde tniely, 

A wo worthe the wycked treason ! 

Than thought the stuarde tniely. 

To do the quene a velany, QGO 

And to werkc with her his will. 
He ordeyned hym a company 
Of his owne men pryuely. 

That wolde assent hym tyll. 
All ynder a wodes syde they dyde ly. 
There as the quene sholde passe by. 

And helde them wonder styll : 
And there he thought verely. 
This good quene for to lye by. 

His lustes to fiillfill. 270 

And whan the came into the wood, 
Syr Roger, and the quene so good. 
And there to passe without doubte; 
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With that the; were mre of the Btoanfe 
How he was comyn^ to them warde 

With a full grete route. 
Here is treason aayd the queue ; 
Alas, sayd Syr Roger, what may this mene I 

With foes we be sette rounde aboate: 
The knygbt sayd, here wyll we dwell. 
Our lyues shall we full dere sell 

Be they neuer so stoute : 
Madame, he sayde, be not aferde. 
For I thynke with this same swerde 

That I shall make them loute. 
Than cryed the stuarde to Syr Roger oa hye 
And sayde, olde traytoure thou shalte dfe> 

For that I go aboute. 



Syr Roger sayde, not for the ; 
My dethe sholt thou sore abye. 

For with the I wyll ^ht. 
He wente to hym full shoretly. 
And olde Syr Roger bare hym man 

Lyke a full hardy knyght; 
He hewed on them boldely, 
Oboe was none of that cmafmaf 

So haidy nor so wy^tj 
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Syr Roger hyt on one the hede^ 
That to the gyrdell the swenle yede> 

Than was he of hym quyte. 300 

He smote a stroke with his swerde good. 
That all ahoute hym ranne thei hlodde. 

So sore he dede than smyte. 
Truly his grehounde^ that was so good, 
Dyde helpe his maister and by him stode, 

FuU bytterly he gan byte. 

Than that lady^ that fay re fode. 
She fered Marrocke, in her mode 

She lyght on fote and lefte her stede. 
And rann^ fast and wolde not leue, dlQ 

And hydde vnder a grene greue. 

For she was in grete dred. 
Syr Roger than the quene gan beholde. 
And of hys lyfe he dyde nothynge holde. 

His good grehounde dyde hefye hjnu indede; 
And as it is in Romaynes tolde, 
Fourtene he slewe of yemen bolde. 

So he quited him in that stede : 
If he had be armed ywys 
All the maystry had be his, ' 920 

Alas ! he lacked wede. 
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As good Syr Roger gaue a stroke 
Behynde hym came Syr Marrocke, 

That euyll mygbt he spede. 
He smote Syr Roger with a tpen, 
That to the gnmni he dyde hym here. 

And fast that knyght dyde blede; 
Syr Marrocke gaue him §uch a woOd 
That he dyed there on the grounde. 

And that waa a synfiill dede. 3; 

Now is Syr Roger slayne certaynly; 
He rode forthe and lette bym lye. 

And sought after the quene : 
Fast the rode and sought euery waye. 
Yet wyste the not where the quene Uye, 

Than had that traytour tene^ 
Ouer all the wodde he her soughtj 
But as God wolile he fbunde her nou^itj 

Than waxed he wrothe I wene. 
And belde his ioumey euyll beoette 3* 

TbM he not with the quene bad mette 

To haue had his {deasure, that traytonre kene. 

And whan be coude not that lady fyod* 
Honmranle they b^an to wende, 
Harde by where Syr Roger laye; 
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Thei stuarde hym thruste througfaottt. 
For of his deth he had no doughty 

And thus the story dooth saye» 
Whan thei traytoure had done so 
He let hym lye and wente hym tro, 990 

And toke no thought no daye; 
Yet all his company was nye gone, 
Fourtene he lefte there deed, for one. 

There passed but four awaye. 

Than the queue was ful wo. 

And whan she sawe that they were go. 

She made sorowe and crye : « 

Than she rose and wennte agayne 
To Syr Roger, and founde hym slayne. 

His grehound by his fete dyde lye. 800 

Alas ! she sayde, that T was bome^ 
My true knight now baue I lome. 

They haue hym here slayne: t • 

Full pyteously she made her mone. 
And sayd, nowe must I go alone. 

The grehunde she woulde haue had fiill fiiyne; 
The hounde styll'by his miaister dide lye. 
He lycked his woundes and dyde whyne and t9)Ri| 

This to se the queue had payne, 

V. 351. 110 Waye-MMC M ott. 
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And aayd, Syr Roger this haste thou, for me, 3^0' 
Alas that euer it aboulde so be. 
Her heere she tare a twayne; 

And than she wente and toke her stede. 
She no lenger there abede 

Leest men shode ^nde her there ; 
She sayd, Syr Roger now thou arte dede 
Who shal me now the ryghte waye lede } 

For now thou may speke no men. 
Ryght on the grounde there as he laye dede 
She kyssed hym or she from hym yede, 300 

God wote her berte was eon: 
What for sorowe and drede 
Fast awaye she gan her apede. 

She wyste not whether ne where. 

Hie good grehounde for wele ne wo 
WoUe not fro the knyght go, 

But laye and lycked hia wounde; 
He wente to haue heled hym agayne. 
And tberto he dyde hya payne, 

Lo such loue is in a hounde. 300 

This knight laye tyU he dyde stynke, . - - 

Tbe grehonnde than b^ian to thynke. 
And scraped a pytte anone; 

r. 313. Urt—im. V. 374. aMe— aM& 
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Tberein he drewe the deed oorse> 
So he couered with erth and mosse^ 

And from hym he wolde not gone : 
The grehounde laye styll there. 
This quene gan forthe fare. 

For drede of her fone. 

She had grete sorowe in her harte, 400- 

The thomes pricked her wonder smert. 

She wyst not whether to go: 
This lady forthe fast gan hye 
In to the londe of Hongrye, 

Thyder came she with grete wo; 
At laste she came to a woddes syde, 
But than coude she no ferther rede 

Her paynes toke her so : 
She lyghted downe in that tyde. 
For then she dyde her trauayll abyde, 4iO 

Grod wolde that it sholde be so: 
Than she with muche payne 
Tyed her horse by the rayne. 

And rested her there tyll her paynes were go. 

She was ddyuered of a man chylde swete. 
And whan it beganne to crye and wepe 
It ioyed her herte gretdy : 

V. 407. redc-^ride. V, 409. U/de-^ that time. 
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Soone after whan she might stere 

She toke her chylde to her full nere 

And wranped it full saftely. 

What for wery and for wo 
They fell aslepe bothe two. 

Her Btede stode her behynde : 
There came a knyght lydynge nere. 
And founde this lady so louely of dun. 

As he hunted after the hynde : 
The knygfat hyght Banianle Mansewynge 
That founde the quene slepyoge 

Voder the grene wood lynde. 
Softely he wente nere and nere. 
He Ij^hted on fote and bebelde ber dun. 

As a knyght curteeae and kynde ; 

He awaked that lady of beaute; 
She loked on fiill pyteously. 

And was aferde full aore. 
He sayde, what do you here, madame ? 
Of whens be you, and what is yonr name ? 

Haue ye your men fbrlome ? 
Syr, she aayde, yf ye wyll wete, 
I am named Mai^garete, 

In Aragon was I borne; 
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Here I haue suffred moche grefe> 
Helpe me^ syr, out of this myschefe ; 
At some towne that I ivere ! 

The knyght behdde the lady good, 
Uym thought she was of gentyll blode 

That was so harde bestadde : 
He toke her vp curteysly. 
And the chylde that laye her by> 

Them bothe wyth hym he ladde; 450 

And made her haue a woman at wyll, 
Tendynge to her as yt was skell. 

All for to brynge her abedde; 
Whatsoeuer she wolde haue 
She neded it not longe to craue. 

Her speche was ryghte sone spedde. 
They christened the child with grete honoure> 
And named hym Syr Tryamourej 

Than the were of him gladde : 
Grete gyftes to him was gyuen» 400 

Of lordes and ladyes by dene. 

In bokes as I redde. 

There dwelled that lady longe 
Wlih muche ioye then amonge. 
Of her they were neuer wery: 

F. 450. laide^-kd. F. 464. tkat-^them. 
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The cfaylde was taught grete norturei 
A mayster hym hod vnder his cure. 

And taught him curteysye. 
This chylde waxed wonderous well. 
Of grete stature, both flesshe and SeU, 

Every man loued hym truely ; 
Of his company all folke were gladde. 
None other cause in dede they hadde. 

The chylde was gentyll and bolde. 

^ Now of the quene lette we be. 
And of the grehounde speke we 

Thatlerat oftolde. 
f Longe seuen yere, so God me saue. 
He ^de kepe his miusteis graue, 

TyU that he wast olde. 
This grebounde Sir Roger had kepte longe. 
And brought him vp syth he was yonge. 

In storyes as it is tolde; 
Therfore he kepte so there 
Bythe space of seuen yere. 

And go from hym he nc wolde; 
Euer vpon his maystres graue he lay, 
Ther myght no man have hym a way. 

For hete neyther tor colde ; 
Without it were ones a daye 
He ranne aboute to gete hys praye 

Of beestes that were bolde ; 



S6 8YE TETAMOUAE. 

Conyes, whan he might them gete; 
Thus wolde he laboure for his mete. 
Yet grete honger he had in holde. 

And seuen yere he dwelled there, 
TyVL it befell on that one yere, 

£uen on Christmasse daye. 
The grehounde, as the story sayes. 
Came to the kynges palayes 500 

Withoute ony delaye ; 
Whan the lordes were sette to mete sde. 
The grehounde into thei hall ronne 

Amonge the knyghtes gaye. 

All aboute he gan beholde. 
But he sawe not what he wolde. 

Than wente he his waye full ryght : 
Whan he had sought and coude not fynd 
He dyde full gentylly his kynde, 

Spede better whan he mygfat. 510 

The grehounde ranne forth his waye 
Tyll he came where his maister laye. 

As faste as euer he mought : 
The kynge maruayled on that dede, 
Frome whens he came, and whyder he ytdt. 

Or who hym thyder brought. 
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The kynge thought be had sene hym ere. 
But he wyst not well wba«, 

Therfbre he sayde ry^t nought; 
Soone he bethought hym then 5V} 

That he hym erste ken. 

And sate styll in a thoughte. 

The other daye in the same wyse, 

Whao the kynge from hys mete shdlde ryM> 

The grehounde came in tho; 
AH aboute there he sought, 
Btit the ituarde founde he noug^. 

Than ogayne he began to go. 

Than sayde the kynge in that stounde, 

Methynke that it Syr Rogers hounde, 530 

That wente forthe with the queae; 
I trowe they be come agayne to this Umd, 
Lordes, all this 1 vndeiatonde. 

It maye ryght well bo be : 

If that they be into thys londe come 
We shall haue worde therof sone. 

And within ahorte space; 
For neuer syns the wente ywys 
I sawe not the grehoonde or tlus ; 

It is a manieylous case. *40 
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Whan he cometh agayne fblowe hym. 
For euermore he wvU renne 

To his maystres d welly nge place j 
Rynne and go, loke ye not spare 
Tyll that ye come there. 

To Syr Roger and my quene. 

Than the thyrde daye amonge them all 
The grehounde came into the Ywl, 

To mate or they were isette : 
Marrocke the stuarde was within, 550. 

The grehounde thought he wolde not blynne 

Tyll he with him had mette. 

He toke the stuarde by the throte^ 
And asonder he it botte -, 

But than he wolde not byde. 
For to his graue he ranne : 
There folowed hym many a manne^ 

Some on hors and some besyde. 

And wh3 he cSe wher his mayster was 

He layde hym downe vpon the grasse 500 

And barked at the menne agayne : 
There myght no man hym fro y* place gete. 
And yet with staues y^ dyd hi bete. 

That he was almoste slayne. 
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And whan the men saw no better bote* 
Hun yede the home on hon and fote. 

With grete wonder I wene. 
The kynge Bayde, by Goddes payne, 
I trowe Marrocke hath Syr Roger slayn. 

And with treason flemed my quene; 3/ 

Go ye and seke there agayne. 
For there the houndes mayster is slayne. 

Some treson there hath bene. 
Tbyder the wente, so God me saue. 
And founde Syr Roger in his gnue. 

For that was soone sene. * 

And there they hiked hym vpon. 

For he was hole bothe flesshe and bone, 

And to the courte hys body the brought} 
Fbr whan the kynge dyde hym se A 

The teres ronne downe from hia eye. 

Fun sore it him forthought. 

The grehounde be wolde not fro this corse feic; 
Than was the kynge caste in care, 
• And sayde, Marrocke hathe done me tene; 
Slayne he hathe that curteyse knyght. 
And flemed my quene wyth grete vniigfat. 
As a traytoure kene. 
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The kynge lett drawe anone ryght 
The stuardes body, that false knyghte. 

With hoiae through the towne; 
Than he hanged hym on a tre. 
That all men myght hia body se 

That he had done treason : 
Syr Rogers body the aext daye 
The kynge lette bury in good araye. 

With many a bolde baron. 

The grehounde wolde neuer awaye. 
By nyght nor yet by daye. 

But on the grounde he dyde dye. 
The kynge dyde sende his measengere 
In euery place fere and nere 

After the quene to spye; 
But for ought he coude enquere 
He coude of that lady nothynge hfftt, 

Therfbre the kynge was sory : 
The kynge sayd, I knowe no rede, 
For well I wote my quene is dede. 

For sorowe nowe ahall I dye : 
Alas that euer she fro me wente, 
This jalse stuaide hathe me sheote 

Througb his Mse trecha7. 
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Tbia lunge lyued in gvete sorowe, 
Eoery day, bothe euen and morowe, 

Tyll that he were brought to grounde : 
He lyued thus many a yere 
Wyth moumynge and with euyll chere, 

Uys Borowes lasted longe. 
And euer it dyde hym grete payne 
Whi he thought howe Syr Roger was slayne. 

And how helped hym hys houode; 
And of hys queue that was so mylde. 
How she went &om him grete w~ child : 

For wo than dyde he sounde. 

LoDge tyme thus lyued the kynge 
In grete sorowe and moumynge, 

And oftentymea dyde wepe; 
He toke grete thought more and more. 
It made his berte wery sore, 

Hys syghea were sette so depe. 

Now of the kyng wyll be blinne. 
And of the quene let vs begyne. 

And her sonne Tryamoure : 
For whan he was fburteene yere olde 
Thoe was no man so bolde 

That dunt do hym dysshonoure; 
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In euery lymme bothe styffie and stra^. 
Of §lature he was bothe large and longe. 

And comely, of hyghe coloure; 
All that euer he dwelled amonge 
He dyde neuer none of them wronge. 

That was the more his honoure. 

In that tjme adcerly 
Dyed the kynge f>f Hnngry, 

That was of grete age ywya : 
'He had no beyre his londe to hoUe, 
But a douter of fourtene yere olde, 

Fayre Elyne ahe named is : 

She was as whyte aa lely floure, 
And comdy of her gaye coloute. 

The fayrest of ony towne or towre; 
She was well shapen of fote and hande, 
Pere had ahe none in no lande. 

She was so fnaatie and so ameroiu ) 

For whan her &der was deed 
Grete ware began to sprede 

In that londe aboute : 
Than that ladyes counsaik gaue her rede ' 
To gete her a loide her bode to lede. 

To rale the realme without doubte: 
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Some mygbty prynce^ that well mygfat 
Rule her land by reason and ryght^ 
That all men to hym myght loute. 

And whan 'her comisayle had sayd so. 
For grete nede that she had therto. 

She graunted them without lye. 
Hiat lady sayd^ I will no fere. 
But he be prynce or prynces pere. 

And chefe of all chyualry; 
Therto she dyd consente, 070 

And gaue her lordes commaundement 

A grete justynge for to crye : 
And at that justynge sholde so be. 
What man that sholde wynne the degve 

Sholde Wynne that lady truely. 

Hie daye of justynge was sette, 
Halie a yere wythoute lette, 

Withoute ony more debiye; 
Bycause they m^ht haue good space, 
Lordes an dukes of euery place, 080 

For to be there that daye. 
Lordes the! beste of euery lande 
Herde tell of this tydyng. 

And made them redy fbll gaye : 
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Of euery londe there wu tbe beMe, 
Of the the atatea their moost honMtf , 
Attyred many a lady gaie. 

Crete was the chyualry 

That came that tyme to Hvatgij 

To just there with might. i 

At laate Tryamoure herde tydynge 
That there ahoulde be a justinge, 

Thyder wolde he wende. 
If he west that he myght gayne 
With all his might he iralde befoyoe 

That gaye lady for to wyute. 

He had no hone ne dodc other gen, 
Nor ao wepen with hym to mt. 

That brake his harte a twayne : 
He thought bothe euen and mornw e 
Where he myght some amer boro««, 

Ther of wolde he be byne. 
To Syr Barnarde he gut mene 
That he wolde hym artatmn kne 

To joste agayne the kaygfates of mtOfo^ 
Thansayd Bamarde^ what faMt thoa tteo^hte * 
Fardy, of jiutynge thou caiut nooght. 

For ye be not ahl« weptn to wdfc. 

v. 686. or lb Artt. tic.— Tbt bcMtf lh« time MMo. 
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Syr, sayd Tr3ramoure, what wote ye 

Of what strengthe tint 1 be 71O 

Tyll I haue assayed in fielde ? 
Than Syr Barnarde, that was full hende, 
Tryamoure^ yf thou wylte wende. 

Thou shalt lacke no wcdej 
I wyll lende the all my gere, 
Hon, barneys, sbdde and spere. 

Thou art nothenge to drede; 
Also thyder with the wyll I ryde. 
And euenoiore be by thy syde. 

To hdpe the yf thou haue nede; 7^ 

AU thynge that thou wylte haue, 
Golde and syluer yf ye wyll crane 

Thy journey lor to tpede. 

Tho was Tryamoure glad and lyght^ 
And thiked Barnard with al his miglit. 

Of bis grete proferinge ; 
Tbat daye the justynge sholde be 
Tryamoure set hym on his kne 

And asked hia moders blesfyUge^ 
At boe she n^fM haue keptA hym fiHne» 790 

But all her laboute waa in Taine, 

There mygbl be DO kttjnge : 

02 
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She sawe it wolde no better be. 
Her blessynge she gaue hym veieiy^ 
With full sore wepynge. 

And whan it was on the morowe daye: 
Tryamoure was in good araye^ 

Armed and well dyght :• 
Whan he was sette on stede 
He was a man in lengthe and brede^ 7^ 

And goodly in mannes syghte. 
Tryamoure to the fdde gan r3^e. 
And Syr Bamarde by his syde, 

Theyr hartes was jocunde and lygfat; 
There was none in all the fdde 
That was more semdyer vnder a 8hdde» 

He rode full lyke a knyght. 

» 

Than was the fkyre ladye set 
Full hye vpon a turret 

For to beholde thai playe. J30 

There was many a semdy knyght, 
Pr3mces, dukes, and lordes of mygfat, 
i^ Them selfe for to assaye^ . 

With hdmes on theyr hedcs bryght. 
That all the fylde shone on that light, ... 

They were so stoute and gaye. 
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TImui Syr Triainoure and Syr Barnaid 
They pressed them into the felde waide^ 
There durste no man say naye. 

There was moche prees and pryde 7G0 

Whan euery man to the other gan ride> 

And lordes of grete renowne. 
It hefell Tryamoure that tede 
For to be on his fathers syde^ 

The kynge of Aragon. 
"The fyrste that rode forth certaynly 
Was a grete lorde of Lombardy> 

A wonderful! bolde baron : 
Tryamoure rode hym aga3me^ 
For all that lord had myght and mayn 77O 

The chylde bare hym adowne. 

Than cryed Syr Bamarde with honoure, 
A Tryamoure! Tryamoure! 

For men sholde hym kenne. 
lf§yde £lyne, that was so mylde. 
More she behelde Tryamoure the chylde 

Than all the other menne. 
Than the kynges sonne of Naueme 
Wolde not his body wame. 

He prycked forthe on the pla3rne } 780 
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Than yonge TryaiiMiiire, that was so ttoute, 
Toraed hymselfe nmnde aboute. 
And faste rode hym agayne. 

So neither of them were to groOd cait. 
They sate bothe so wonder faste, 

Lyke men of muche myght. 
Than came there forthe a batehdere, 
A prynoe proude without pere, 

Syr James forsothe he hyght ; 
He was y* emperours son of Ahnaiae $ 790* 

He rode Syr Tryamoure agayne. 

With harde streyngthe to fighte; 
Syr James had suche a stroke indede 
That he was tomUed from hes stede. 

Than fayled hym all his myghte. 
There men myght se swerdes braste, 
Hehne ne shdde myght not hute. 

And thus it dured tyll nyght. 

But whan the sonne drawe fem wast. 

That all the lordas wente to reste, 800 

Noi so the maide Elyne. * 
The knygfates attyred them in good araye. 
On stedes grete with trapponr gaye. 

Before the sonna gan shyne. 
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Thui to the feUe the pry deed pmle. 
And euery man thought hymsdfe hest^ 

As the maydenfaire they paste;* 
Than they fyersly rane to gether, 
Grete speres in pyoeB dyd shyuer, 

Theyre tymber myght not laflte. 810 

And at that t3rme there dyde ronne 
The kynge Aradas of Aragon \ 

His sone Tryamoure mette hym that tyde. 
And gaue his father siiche a rebounde 
That horse and man fell to the gnmndey 

So stoutly gan he ryde. 

Than the nexte knyght that he mette 

Was Syr James, and suche a stroke hym let. 

Of the shelde there on the playne. 
That the blode brast out at nose and yeres ; 890 
His stede vnto the grounde hym hottB, 

Than was Syr Bamarde fayne. 
That maide of grete honoure 
Sette her loue on yonge Tryamoure, 

That faughte alwaye as a fyers lyon; 
Speres that daye many was spente. 
And w^ swerdes theie was many a strype lente, 

Tyll they fayled lyght of the sonne. 

* Tberv beLig two linei wanting to complete the ttanzas in the 
origiml, the abonre are topplled oo conjecture. 



i I'at was a ,l,.u..|,ty ,„,.„ ;„ ;, 

Hoi„,lofwstein(„tI,cf,.ld( 

And 'i'ryamoure toke his spere, 

Agayne the duke he gan it ber 

And smote hyn, in the sheld 

A sender in two peces hit went 

And than mMiy a louely lady e 

FuHweUthehymbehelde 

^camefortheaknyghttha, 
"tT^^eretelordeofSuny, 

HethoughtenobI<.Tryan.oux, 
And IVyamoure rode to hym bly 

In-Uthest^ngthe-thathriyii 

He thought he wolde not fayll 
^«»ote hyn. so in that stound* 

TJ»t horse and man feU to the « 
So sore his stioke he sette. 

^dnmthe«,nomantoT,7ai 

*"'^«^-aonhissyr 
AH that dayes thre. 
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Sjr JameS) aonne vnto the emperoor. 
Had enuy to Syr Tryamoure^ 
And layde wayte for hym pryuyle. t 

At the laste Tryamoure came r3^yiige by; 
Syr James sayde, Traytom« thou shalt dye> 

For thou hast done me shame : 
Me rode to Tryamoure with a speare. 
And throughe the thyghe he gan hym bere> 860 

He had ahnoste hym slayne ; 
But Tryamoure hyt hym on the heed. 
That he fell downe starke deed. 

Than was all his men woo. 
Than they wolde haue slayne Tryamoure; 
Without he had had the greter soeoure. 

They purposed to do so. 
With that came the kynge Aragus then. 
And rescued Tryamoure with all his men. 

That stode in grete doubte. 8/0 

Than Syr Bamarde was full woo 
That Tryamoure was hurte soo. 

Than to his owne house he hym brought. 

But whan the mother sawe her sones wound 
She Ml downe for sorowe to the grounde. 
And after a leche she sente. 



Tniely as (1„. story saves, 

■'IUH-,,ri(ked forth to" tl.epala 

The ladyes wyll to here : 

Bachelere and knyghtes preest 

That she myght choae of them 

Whiche to her fkynest were. 

The ]ady beheUe aU that feyre 

But Tryamoure she coude not i 

Tho chaunged aU herchere,- 

Tho she sayd, lordes wher is he 

That eueiy daye wanne the degi 
I chose him to my fere. 

AU aboute they Tryamoure 8ou« 
He was ryden home, they found 

Than was that lady woj 
The knyghtes were afore ho- bra 
And of respyte she them besougl 

A yere and no mo : 
She sayde, kwdes, so God me sat 
He that me wanoe he shaU me h 
Ye wote wen that my cry w«. , 
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They all GonBented her TntyO, 
For she had sayd notliynge jU, 
They sayd^ it sholde be do. 

For whan they had all sayde^ 
Thus answered that fayre mayde^ 

I wyl none but Tr3ramonre. 
Than all the lordes that were preaent 
Toke theyr leue and home wente. 

There wanne they lytell honomre. 
Syr James menne were nothynge fkyne> 91 

Bycause there mayster was slayne. 

That was so stout in stoure. 
In chare his body they layde> 
And ladde hun home as I haue sayde, 

Vnto his feder the emperoure : 
And whan that he his sonne gan se 
A sory man than was he« 

And asked who bathe done that dysslionoure ? 

They sayde, we wote not who it was ywys. 

But Syr Tryamoure he named is^ Q20 

So called the hym in the crye : 
The kynge of Aragon alio 
He helped thy sonne to slo 

Withall his company ) 



Alas ! savd tlu* cmperouro, 
Tyll I be vended on that trayt 

Now shall I neuer sease -, 
They shall haue many a sharp 
Bothe the kynge and Tryamou 

They shall neuer haue pease 
lliey emperoure sayd the shold 
And after grete company he set 

Of prynces holde in prese ; 
Dukes^ erles^ and lordes of prys 
With a great army, the boke sa^. 

They yede to Aragon without 

Kynge Aragus was a dradde. 
For the emperoore suche power 1 

That batayle wolde hym bydd 
He sawe his londe nye ouergone 
And to a castele he fledde anone^ 

And vytaylled yt for drede. 
The emperoure was bolde and st 
And bysyeged the castell aboutej 

Hys baner he began to sprede^ 
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And arajed hys boost full well and wysdy, 
Ti^ih wqpens stronge and myghty^ 95O 

He thought to make them drede. 

Me gaue a salte to the holde, 
Kynge Aragus was stoute and bolde, 

Ordeyned hym fid well 
With gonnes^ and grete stones rounde 
Were throwen downe to the grounde. 

And on the men were caste; 
They brake mafiy backes and bones : 
Thus they foughte euery daye ones, 

Whyle seuen wekes dyde laste. ^ Q6O 

The emperoure was hurt yll therfore. 
His men were hurt sore> 

All his joye was paste. 

Kynge Aragus thought full longe 
That he was besyeged so stronge 

With so muche might and mayne> 
Two lordes forth on me^dage he sente. 
And strayte to the emperoure y^ went > 

So whan they coude hym se> 
Of peas they giln hym pmye^ 970 

And take trewes tell a certa3me daye : 

They kneled downe dn theyr kne 
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And sayde^ our kynga sendeth worde to the 
That he neuer your aone dyd ale. 

So he wolde quyte hym fieiyne ; 
He was not than prysente. 
Nor in no wyse dyde consente 

That your sonne was slaynej 
T^t wyU he preue, yf ye wyll so, 
Yourselfe and he bytwene you two, gm 

If ye wyll it, sayne; 

Or els take yourselfe a knyght. 
And he wyll do another, to ^Tgfate 

On a certayne. daye : 
If that your knyght happe so 
Our for to dyscomfyte or slo. 

As by fortune it maye. 
Our kyng than wyll do hi in your wyll. 
And be at your byddynge, loade aad styil 

Withoute noiore delaye ', 9$0 

And also yf it belyde 

That your knyght on our ryde 

By slayne by myschauiioe^ 
My lorde shall niake yone warn sease. 
And toe shall after he at pease,^ 

Without any dystannce. 

* Id the original • line appears wanting ; 1 have ▼entored ta 
supply tiie chaam. 
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Thempenmre sayd^ wUhoute fityle 
Setle a day of batayle> 

By assent of the kynge of fVannoe ; 
For he had a great company, 1000 

In euery realme he wanne the renoCle^ 

So the emperoure sesed his distafloe. 

Whan pease was made and trewes tane. 
The kynge of Aragus was a joyfiiU man. 

And trusted vnto Tryamoore : 
So after hym he sente without ftyle. 
For to do the grete batayle. 

To his hdpe and socoure. 

His messengers were come and gone, 

T^ynges of hym herde they none, lOlO 

The kynge Aragus thought hym looge. 
And he he deed, he sayd, I maye flsye alflt ! 
Who shall than fyghte with Mamidai^ 

That is so sloute and stronge. 

f Whan Tryamoure was hole and mmoAt, 
And well heled of his woiinde, 

He busked hem for to fare: 
He sayde, moder with mylde cliero. 
And I wyst what my fader were. 

The lesse were my car. 1020 
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Sonne> she sayde^ thou shalt wete> 
Whi thou hast maried that lady swete 

Thy fader thou shalt kenne. 
Moder^ he sayd^ yf he wyll^ 
Haue good daye^ for now I go 

To do mayatryes yf I can. 

Than rode he ouer dale and downe^ 
Tyll he came to Iragowne^ 

Ouer many a wery waye. 
Adventures many dyd him befell, 1030 

And all he scaped fuU well. 

In all his greate joumeye : 
He sawe many a wylde beest, 
Bothe in hethe and in wylde forest ; 

He had good grehoundes thre ; 
To a harte he let jthan rene. 
And that xiiii. fosters aspied hym sone. 

So thretenynge hym gretdy. 
They yede to him withe wepens on euery 8yde« 
It was no bote to bydde them byde, 1040 

Tryamoure was lothe to fle : 
He sayde to them, lordes I yon praye 
Lete me in pease wende my waye. 

To seke my grdnoundes thre. 
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Than sayde Tryamoure, na in this tyme 
Qf golde and syluer take all myne^ 

If that I haue trespased ought. 
They aayd, we wyll mete with the anone> 
There shall ne golde borowe the sone> 

But in pryson thou shalte be brought ; 1050 

Suche is the lawe of the grounde> 
Whoeoeuer therin be founde 

Other waye go they nought. 
Than Syr Tryamoure was fuU wo 
That he sholde to pryson go. 

He thought the flesshe he to dere bought. 

There was no more to saye. 
The fosters at hym gan laye 
With strokes steme and stoute. 

« 

There Tryamoure wyth them fought, 1000 

And to they grounde some he brought. 

He made them lowe to loke : 
Some of them faste gan praye. 
The other fledde faste awaye, 

\^th wotLdes wyde that they soughte. 
Tryamour rod and sought his grehoiUes, 
He baikned to here ther yemig soiUe, 

Ajidihougfate not for to leae them soj 

B 



i 



1 ho thyrde fuU sore troubled 
Amihehurte liym ^ith his t 
Than was Tryamoure wo. 

If the batayle had lasted a wl 
The harte wolde the hounde I 

And take his lyfe for euem 
Tiyamoure smote at the dere. 
That to the harte wente the s] 

Than his home he blewe fu 

The kynge hiye ther besyde. 
At a maner that same tyde, 

Ht herde a horne blowe: 
They had grete wonder in haU, 
Both squyers and knyghtes «U, 

For no man coude it knowe. 
WWi that ranne in a foster 

Into the haU wfth eoyU dicre. 
He was fidl soiy I trowe. 

The kynge of tydjmgesganhya 
He answered, Syr Kynge, yom. 
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There came a knyglit that was myghty. 
He let thre grehoimdes renne full wygfaty. 
And layde my felowes full lowe. 

He flbyd^ it was full tnie> 

That the same that the home blewe. 

That all this sorowe hath wrought. 
Good kynge Aradas sayd than, 
I haue grete nede of suche a man^ 1 100 

God hath hym hyther broughte. 

Ilie kynge commaunded knyghtes thre^ 
He sayd, go fetche that gentleman to me 

That is now at his playe; 
Loke none yll wordes to hym ye breke^ 
Bat praye hym with me for to apeke, 

I trowe he wyll not saye naye. 

Euery knyght his stede hente. 

And lyghtly to the wodde the wente. 

To seke Tryamoure that ohykL lllQ 

They founde hym by a water syde. 
Where he brake the best that tyde. 

That harte that was so wylde. 
The a«yde^ Syr, God be at your game. 
He answered them, euen the same, 

Ulan was he afierde of gyle. 

b2 
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Syr knygixi, the sayde^ is it your wyll 

To come and speke our kynge vntyll 

Weth wordes meke and mylde ? 

Tryamoure asked them shortely, 1 120 

What hyght your kynge, tell you me> 

That is lorde of this londe ? 
This londe hyght Aragowne, 
And Aradas our kynge with crowne. 

His place is here at hande. 

Tryamoure wente vnto the kynge. 
And he was gladde of his comynge. 

He knewe hym at the fyrste syght. 
The kynge toke hym by the hande 
And sayd, welcome to this lande, 1 180 

And axet hym what he hyght. 
Syr, my name is Tryamoure; 
Ones ye helped me in a stoure. 

As a noble man of mygfat; 
And now I am here- in your londe. 
So was I neuer erste I ynderstonde. 

By God fiiU of myght. 

Whan the kynge wyst that it was lie 
His herte reioysed gretely, 
Thre tymes he dyde downe Ml, 1140 
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And sayd^ l^Tamoure^ wdoome to me, 
Giete care and aorbwe I haue for the. 

And he tolde hym all. 
With the emperoure he toke a daye, 
Defende me yf that I maye, 

^o Jesu wyU 1 call 5 
For I neuer his sonne slewe^ 
God it knoweth I saye but true^ 

And helpe me I truate he shall. 

Than sayd Tryamoure tho^ IIJO 

That ye for me haue be greued ao^ 

If I myght it amende^ 
And at the daye of batayll 
1 trust to proue my myght wdl. 

If God wyll grace me sende. 
Hum was kynge Aradas very gladde. 
And of Maradaa he was not adradde. 

Whan he to the batayle sholde wende; 
He joyed that he sholde well spede. 
For Tryamoure was ware at hede llOO 

Agenste hys enemie to defende. 

There Tryamoure dwelled with the kynge 
Many a wdce withoote lettynge. 
He lacked ryghte noughts. 
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On a stcdr to wreke his iriw 
Thou hhoklost rather tx3 i 

Tryamoure swore by Godde 
I had leuer it had on the ly§ 

Than wolde I not be sore 
But here I gyue the stede m 
Bycauae that I haue alayne t 

By my wyll it shal be so. 

Maradas sayde, I wyll nough 
Tyll I haue hym with strokei 

And wonne hym here in fy< 
Syr Tr3ramoure lyghted from 
And to Marradas strayte he g<i 

For bothe on fbte they dyd 
Syr Tryamoure spared hym n 
And euer in hys herte he thot 

This daye was I made a kc 
And thought y' he hymselfe ^ 
Or elles of hym I wyll my sh 

Throughe Goddes myght 



STR TftTAHOUaX. 57 

The layde ech^ at oiher with good wyll. 
With flharpe swerdes that was made of 8U\e, 
That sauce maqy a wyght. 

Crete wonder it was to beholde 

The strokes that was bitwixte them so bolde> 

All menne might it se. 
The where wery and had so gretely bledde 1240 
Maradas was sore a drede^ 

He faynted than gretelye ; 

And that Tryamoure lyghtely behelde. 
And fought fyersly in the felde> 

He stroke Marradas so sore. 
That the swerde through the body ranne. 
Than wys the emperoure a sory man. 

He made them pease for euermore : 

He kissed the kynge, and was his frende, 

And toke his leue homewarde to wende, 1350 

No lenger there dwell wolde he. 
Than the kynge Aradas and Tryamoure 
Wente to the palayes with grete honoure. 

Into that ryche cyte : 
lliere was joye withoute care^ 
And all they had grete welfiBune» 

Ther myght no better bei 



58 8TR TEYAMOUEE. 

They hunted and rode many a where^ 
Full grete pleasure they had there 

Amonge the knyghtes of pryce. 1260 

The kynge profered hym full fayre. 
And sayd^ Tryamoure> I make the myne heyre> 

For thou arte stronge and wyse. 

Syr Tryamoure sayd^ syr^ truely 
In to other countreys go wyll I^ 

I desyre of you but a 8tede> 
Vnto other londes wyll I go. 
Some grete aduentures for to do^ 

Thus wyll I my lyfe lede. 
The kynge was very sory tho, 1270 

Whan that he wolde from hym go 3 

He gaue hym a sure wede. 

Also plenty of syluer and golde> 
And a stede as he nolde. 

That nothynge wolde fere. 
He toke his leue of the kynge> 
And moiuned at his deputynge. 

Than hasted he h3na(i there. 
The kinge saide, Tryamoure, y' is meoe 
Whan thou lyst it shal be thyne^ 1280 

And my kyngdome ksse and more. 



V. 1219. 
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f Nowe is Tryamoare forth go, 
Lordes and ladyes for hym were wo, 
Euery man loued hym there. 

TVeamom^ rode in hast tmely 
Into the londe of Hongry 

Adventures for to sake ; 
Bytwene two moimtaynes thei sothe to saye 
He rode forth on his waye. 

With a pahner he dyde mete : ] 290 

He axed almes for Groddes sake. 
And Tryamoare he hym not forgale. 

He gaue hym with wordes swete. 
The pahner sayde, toume ye agayne. 
Or els I fere ye wyll be slayne. 

Ye may not passe but ye be hette. 

Tryamoure axed why so ? 

Syr^ he sayde, there brethren two 

Than on the mountayne dwelles. 
In feyth, sayd Tryamoure, yf there be no mo 1300 
I tmste in God that waye to go. 

If this be trewc that thou telles. 
He badde the pahner good daye. 
And rode forth on hys waye, 

Ouer hethe and feldes. 



60 
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The palmer prayed to hym fiill fast, 
Tryamoure was not agast^ 

He blewe hys home full shyll. 
He had not ryden but a whyle^ 
Not the mountenaunce of a myle> 

Two knyghtes he sawe on a hyll : 



1310 



The one of them to hym gan ryde^ 
The other styll gan abyde 

A lytell ther besyde; 
And whan the Tryamoure spye 
The sayd, traytoure, tome or y" shalt dye» 

Therfore stand and abyde. 
Eyther agayne other than gan ryde faMbe, 
Theyr strokes made theyr speres to braate. 

And made them womides fiill wyde. 
The other knyght that houed tho 
Wondred that Tryamoure dared so; 

He rode to them that tydt. 
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And departed them a twayne j 
To speke fayre he began to frayne. 

With wordes that somided well. 
To Tryamoure they sayd anone^ 
So doughty a knyght knowe I none. 

Thy name that thou ts tcll> 
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Tryamonre sayd, fynt wyll I wete 1330 

Why that ye do kepe thys strete^ 
And where that ye do dwell ? 

They sayde, we had a brother hyght Maradas, 
With the emperoure forsothe he was^ 

A atronge man well I knowe -, 
In Aragon, before the emperoure^ 
A kny§^t^ men called hym Syr TryaoKmre, 

In batayle there hym slewe : 

And abo we say anoder, 

Builonge, oar elder broder, 1340 

As a man of muehe mygfate; 
He halh besyged sothely 
The kynges doughter of Houngry^ 

To wedde her he hathe hyght ^ 
And so wfill he hathe spedde. 
That he shall that lady wedde> 

But she may fynde a knyghte 
That Burlonge ouercome maye ; 
To that they haue take a daye» 

Wage batayle and fyghte : 1 350 

For that same Tryamoure 
Loved that lady paramonre. 
As it is before tolde; 
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If he wyll to Houngry 
Nedes he muste come vs by. 
To mete with him he wolde. 

Tryamoure sayd, I saye not naye. 
But my name wyll I iell this daye. 

In fayth I wyll not la3me; 
Thynke your journeye well besette 1300 

For with Tryamoure ye haue mete^ 

That your brother hath fllayne. 

Welcome, they sayde, Tryamoure, 
His deth shalte thou repente sore. 

Thy sorowe shall begynne^ 
Yelde the to vs anone. 
For thou shalte not from ts gon 

By no maner of gynne. 
They smote fyersly at hym tho, ^ 

And Tryamour agaynst them to, 1370 

Withoute more delaye : 
Syr Tryamoure proued him full jnosC, 
And brake the spere on theyr breste. 

He had suche assaye; 

His shdde was broken in pyeoes ihw. 
His horse was smiten on his kne^ 
So harde at hym they thraste. 

F. 1356. 
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Syr Tryamonr than was lygfat wode> 
And dewe the one there as he stode. 
With his swerde full preest. 
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That other rode his waye> 
His herte was in grete afraye^ 

Yet he tourned agayn that tyde} 
Whan Tryamoure had slayne his brother 
A sory man was that other. 

And streyghte agayne to hym dyde ryde. 
Than they two sore fought. 
That the other to the grounde was broughte. 

Than were they bothe slayne. 



Tho the lady on Tryamonre thought. 
For of hym she knewe ryght nought. 

She wyst not what to saye. 
The daye was come that was sette. 
The lordes assembled withoute lette. 

All in good araye. 
Bmlonge was redy dyght. 
He bad the lady sende her knyght. 

She answered I ne may; 
For in that castell she had hygfat. 
To kepe her with all her myght. 

As the story dothe soye. 
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She sayde, yf Tryamoure be aleyue 
Hyther wyll he come blyue, 

God sende vs grace to spede. 
With that came in S)t Tryamoure, 
In the thyckest of that stoure. 

Into the felde withoute drede. 

He axed what all that dyde mene ? 

People shewed f a batayle there should bene 

For the loue of that lady. 1410 

He sawe Burlonge on his stede^ 
And strayte to hym than he yede. 

That lady chalengeth he. 
Burlonge axed hym and he wolde fight > 
Tryamoure sayde> with all my myght> 

• To alee the, or thou me. 
Anone they made them redy. 
There knewe hym none sykerly. 

They wondred what he shoulde be. 

Hye in a toure stode that goodly lady, 1420 

She knewe not what knygfat verdy 

That with Burlonge dyde fyght : 
Fast she axed of her men 
Yf they coude that knygfat kenne 

That to batayle was dygbt > 
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A giTSbii he bereth all of Uewe, 

An henude of armea soone hym knewe. 

And aayde anone ryght: 
Ibdame, God hath sente you uconrej 
For yonda- is XVywnoure, 1430 

That with fiurionge wyll fyghtc 

To Jhesu gan the lady praye. 
For to spede him on his journey. 

That he aboute yede. 
Than theae knightes raune togyder. 
The Bperes in pyeces gan shyuer. 

They fbught full sore indede : 

There was no man in the felde tho 

That wyst who shold have the better of thS two, . 

So myghtyly the dyde tbem here. 1440 

The batayle lasted wonder longe, 
lliou^ Burlong was oeuer bo strong 

There founde he his pere. 

Tryamoure a stroke to hym mynt. 
His twerde fell downe at that dynt, 

Qnt of his hande him fro. 
Than was Burlonge wonder ^adde. 
And the lady was very sadde. 

And many were full wo. 
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Tryamoure axed his sworde agayne, 1450 

But Burlonge gan hym firayne 

To knowe fyrst his name ; 
And sayde, tell me fyrst whftt y" hyght. 
Ami whi y"* chalengest this ladi bright ? 

Than shalt thou haue thy sword agayn. 

Tryamoure sayde^ so mote I the> 
My name wyll I tell traely> 

Therof I wyll not doubter 
Men call me Syr Tryaaoourey 
I wanne this lady in a B^txmre, 1450 

Amonge barons stoutc. 

Than sayde Burlooge, thou ft was 
That fitwt my brother Mandas^ 

A fayre happe the bef^. 
Syr Tryamoure sayde to hym tho» 
So haue I done tiiy brelbeme two 

That on the mountayne dyde dwell. 

Burlonge sayd^ wo may thou be^ 

For thou hast slayn my brelheme thre, 

Sorowe hast thou sought; 14^0 

Thy swerde getest ihou neuer agayii 
Tyll I be venged and thoa aktyne^ 

Now am I well bethought. 
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Sjr Tryamoure aa jd, no fence Hho, 
Thou fihalt repeote it or thou go. 

Do forth, I drede the nou^t. 
Burlong to smyte was redy bowne. 
His fete slipped and he fell downe. 

And Tryamoure ryght well wrou^t) 

Hya awerde lyghtly he vp hente, I4t0 

And to Burlonge faste he wente. 

For nothynge wolde he flee; 
And aa he wolde hane rysen agayne 
He smote his legges euen a twayne, 

Harde fast by the knee : 
Tryamoure badde hym stande vpry g fate. 
And all men may se now in fygfate 

We ben mete of assayse. 
Syr Tryamoure sufired hym 
To take another wepen, 1490 

As a knyght of moche pryoe. 

Builonge on his stompes stode 

Aa a man that waa nye wode. 

And faught wonder fasle. 
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And Syr Tryamoure stroke strokes sure. 
For he ooude well endure. 

Of hym he was not aferde; 
And vnder his ventayle 
Hys heed he smote of withoute fayle. 

With that ^n pecys his swerde braste. . 1500 

Nowe is Burlynge slayne. 
And Tr3rainoUre with.mayne 

Into the castell wen^te. 
To that lady that was ftiU bryght; 
And at the gate she mette thei knygfat> 

And in her armes she him hente. 
She sayd, welcome, Syr Tryamoure : 
Ye haue bought my loue fiill dere. 

My herte is on you lente. 
Tho sayde all the barons bolde, 1510 

Of hym we wyll oure landes hokk; 

And therto they dyd assente. 

Ther is no more to sayej 

But they haue taken a oertayne daye 

That they bothe shall be wedde. 
Syr Tryamoure for his mother sente, 
A messenger for her wente. 

And into the castdl her ledde. 
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Tryamoure to his nioder gan sayne, 
My fader wolde I knowe fayne, 1520 

Syth I haue so well spede. 

She 8ayde> kynge Aragos of Angon^ 
He n thy fitUher, and them his soniie^ 

I was his wedded quene. 
A keynge was b(Mme me on honde. 
And falsely fiemed out of his londe 

By a traytoure kene : 
Syr Marrocke he hyght that dyde me wo. 
And my knyght Syr Roger he dyde do. 

That my gyder sholde haue bene. 1580 
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And whan that Tryamoure all herde. 
And howe his moder to him sayde. 

Letters he made and wrought; 
He prayed kyng Aragus to come hi tfl, 
tf that it were his wyll. 

Thus he hym besought ; 
If he wyU come to Hungry, 
For his manhode a^d Us maystry. 

And that he wolde fayle hym noughte. 
TIm> was kynge Ariigus very gladde, IMt 

The messengers grele gyHes had 

For the tydynges that the^rdught 
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They daye was come that was aette> 
XiOrdes came thyder without lette« 

And ladyes of grete pryde. 
Than wolde they no longer lette^ 
Shortly forthe they her fette> 

With two duket on eiiery tyde : 
The lady to the chyrche they ledde^ 
A hysshoppe them togyder dyd wedde> 1550 

In fuU grete haste they hyed. \ 

Soone after that weddynge 
Syr Tryamoure ms crowned kyngfii 

They wold^ no leng^ abyde. 

The quene his moder Margarete 
Before the kynge she d^^de tette 

In a goodly chenre : 
Kynge Aradas behelde his quene^ 
Hym thought thai he had her setMb 

She was a lady foyre. I MO 

The kynge sayd, is it your wyll 
For to tell me what is your mfPt, 

I praye you with wonles iKftti 

M)r brde, she saydi^ I WfM yoMf t^mffi . 
Your stuarde dyde Jtm mtkytt 

That euyU myghl hytfi bffiOL 



The kynge spake no mo ivorte 

Tyll the dothei were draw»n Cro tin hmkl 

And men rose in the baU» 
And by the hande he toke the faene geati^ 
So in the chambre fortbe he 

And there she tolde hym all. 
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Than was there grete ioye and blysse 
Whan they togyder gan kysse^ 

Than all the company made joye ynowe. 
The yonge quene full gladde 
That she a kynges sonne to her lorde bad> 

She was gladde I trowe. 



In joye togyder they ledde theyr lyfe^' 
All theyr dayes withoute stryfe. 

And lyued many a fayre yere. 
Than kynge Aradas and his quene 
Had ioye ynoughe them bytwene^ 

And merely lyued togyder. 
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And thus we leue of Tryamoure, 
That lyued longe in grete honoure 
With the fayre Elyne. 
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I pray God gyue theyr soules good rest. 
And all that haue herde thifl litell gest, 

Hye heuen for to wynne : 
God grauAte ▼• all to haue y grace 
Hym for to se in the cekstiall place) 
. I praye you all to 8aye> Amen. 
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mUvna Unifldbtt *»» SH»tiAtwf< 



This romance is stated erroneoudy by Bishop 
Percy (toho isJbUotoed by Warton) to have been 
quoted by Chaucer in his ** ryme of Sire Thopas*' 
Although^ not expressly mentioned by him^ it wu 
hoxvever one of that class qfjictions tvhich he at' 
tacked^ and tohich, notwithstanding itsjbrmerpo^ 
pularity, toould probably suffer Jrom the ridicule 
attached to the system^ Sir Thopas is^ as TyrtMtt 
has remarked^ **Jull of phrases taken from Isum* 
bras*' and other romances f vohich he has particu' 
larized. 

Warton doubts its high antiquity f but gives a 
quotation Jrom a MS, poem^ writtefif as he sup- 
poses^ about 1480, in tohich * Isenbrace* is alluded 
to,;^mith (kttmanp and eih&r poems ^m simMar 
description. Whatever may be its date in an En^ 
gUsh shape^ it evidently is Jrom a French original. 

If the early romance vnriters toere not generally 
Jbnd of using names and authorities tohen they bor» 
tamed Jrom holy vorit^ it might be supposed that the 
adversity of the knight^ and the patience with vohich 
he supports it, had been imitated Jrom the book qf 
Job. 

In a poem called Dowsabell^ toritten by Drayton, 

and to bejound reprinted in Percy's ReUques, vol. !• 

p. 306. the name of the hero is particularly died, 

Jrom whence it may be conjectured, that in the end 



tfihe 161A ceniury (for thejirtt edition of Dray* 
Um*M Poems f in t»hich Dawsabell occurs, wis printed 
in 1593 ) the romance had not lost all its popularity. 
It formed part of Captain Cox*s Ubrary, . 

There is but one printed copy to be founds tvhich 
was printed by Copland^ without a date, in Ato^ and 
nkich is now in the Garrick collection of old plays. 
One MS. of this romance is in the library of Cains 
College^ Cambridge^ A, p. and a second in the Bri- 
tish Museum^ amongst the Cotton MSS* Caligula 
A* 11* miscited by fVarton as A. 12. 

The wood cut vignette pr^ed to this reprint is 
a reduced foc'shmlefoom that in the title-page of 
Copland's edition. 
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Xjokstnobs listen, ad you shal here 
Of eldyn that before vs were. 

Hut lyued in lande, and dede ; 
Jesu Christ, heauen Vyagt, 
Gratint them all his dere blessiDge, 

And heauen to their mede. 
Ye shall well heare of a knight. 
That was in waire fuU w;%ht. 

And doughtye of his dede ; 
Hfs name was Syr Isenbras, 
Man nobler than he was, 

Lyoed none with breade ; 
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He was lyuely, lvgc> ftnci longe. 

With shoulders broade^ and amies stitmge. 

That myghtie was to se : 
He was a hardy tmoi, and hyt. 
All men hym loued that hym ae^ 

For a gentyll kaygfat was he. 
Harpers loued hfan in haU, 
With other minstrds bH, 30 

For he gaue them golde> and flee : 
He was as curtoise, am men migh4 tkfelfe, 
Lyberall of meate, and dryidie. 

In the worlde was none so frt. 
He hnd a ladye full of beautye. 
And also full of charitie^ 

As any ladye might be ; 

Betwene them they had chyldren thre, 
Fayrer lades myght no man se^ 

Vnder the cope of heauen. 30 

For worldly welth^ and pryde he fell> 
On God he thought neuer a dell^ 

Nor on ghostly thynge j 

So longe he sinned in that pryde. 
No longer woulde our Lorde abyde ; 
So after it befell on a daye, 

V, 39. fteuer m deU—fiot a bit. Ch. 
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That thys knyght wente faym to pl»7«> 

Hys foreest for to se 3 
As he loked vp on hye. 
He sawe an aungell in the skye^ 40 

Whic^ toward hym dyd flye : 

benbras^ he sayde there. 

Thou hast forgotten what thou were, 

For pryde and golde and fee $ 
Therfore our Lorde sayth to thee so. 
All thy good thou muste foigo> 

As thou shalt here after se : 
The worldes wdth shall fro the fyi. 
Thou shalt lose thy chyldren all. 

And all thy landes free ) 50 

Thy lady, goodlyest of all^ 
For feare of fyre shall flye thy hall 

Thys daye, or thou hor se. 

The knyght fell doune vpon his kne, 
Vndemeth an olyue tre. 

And helde vp both his handes ; 
And then agayne, thus sayde he, 
Lorde God in trinitie. 

Welcome be Hqr sonndes ! 
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Whyle I am yonge^ I maye well go^ 00 

When I am olde^ I maye not bo. 

Though that I fayne woulde ; 
Therfore^ Jesu^ I praye thee^ 
In youth send me aduersitie^ 

And not when I am olde. 

The aungel toke ^ thence his fli^t. 
And left alone that carefuU knyght. 

From hjrm he wente his waye ; 
When the aungell was paste his sight; 
His strange stede^ that was so wight> JO 

Dead vnder hym laye. 
His haukes and houndes that he fed 
They wasted, and were all deade^ 

They brought to hym no pray > 
Home on fote, he muste gone. 
The teares fell from his chekes anone> 

Out of his eyen graye. 

Homewarde anone he can wende; 
There wet he with his meynyhende. 

Before hym on a rowe : 80 

Syr, they sayde, we tell you playne> 
With adders all youre bestes ben alaine. 

With venyme are they blowe. 
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The wormes your capons hath you berefte, 
The thunder hath you no beast lefte> 

For to put in your ploughe. 
They wepte sore with semblaunt yU^ 
Syr Isenbras bade them be styll^ 

I blame you not of this wo : 

For he that sende me all this wo^ SO 

He maye sende me mirthes mo. 

And shall do well ynoughe ; 
Let your sorowe all cease. 
Enforce your selfe to go in peace. 

And mery as birde on bowe. 

He went forth, wo bestad. 
There met he with a lytle lad. 

That came rennynge hym againe ; 
Well worse he hym tolde. 
Brent byn all thy bowres bolde, 100 

Many of thy men be slayne. 

There is nothyng left on lyue. 
Bat thy chyldren, and thy wyfe. 

They fled for fere of fyre. 
Quod Isenbras, so mote I thryue. 
For these tydynges also blyue, 

I geue thee all that I were. 

o 
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His purse caste he to hym hdjue i 
The lade hym thanked often sythe^ 

For his gifte so great : 1 10 

The knyght rnto the towne went. 
He sawe his place was all to brent, 

Lowe and playne with the etrete. 

A dolofidl sight than gan he se, 
Hys wyfe and hys chyMren thre 

Out of the fyre were jQed ; 
There they sate vnder a thome. 
Bare, 3d naked, as they wer bgrne^ 

Brought out of theyr bed. 

A wofiil man than was he^ t^ 

Whan he them sawe all naked be ; 

The lady sayde also blyue. 
For nothyng syr, be ye adnule : 
He dyd of his surcote of pallibde. 
And on his wyfe he set it full 

With full mylde mode. 
His scarlet manteU than shore \m, 
Therin he closed hys chyldren thrCj 

That naked before hym stode. 

r. 109. often tyth»-- tfimlimeL 
F. 184. p alladt ■ •oaedMei ilgnlfiqi a pMrticukr it«f , and it 
other times a ptrdcniar dreu, Dii C mg t , 



SYR I8BNBRA8. 88 

Madame> he sayde, do my rede, 190 

•f 

Seke we where Christ was quicke and dead. 

On the mount of Caluary; 
Who so that hym seme that dyed on rode^ 
Eche daye of his lyues fbde> 

Fast and sure shall he be. 
With a sharpe knyfe he share 
A crosse yrpon his shoulder bare^ 

In story as we saye 5 
All they that his frendes were^ 
They wept, and wrange their handes there, 140 

They songe was, well-a-waye ! 
The lorde, and the ladye hende 
Toke theyr way for to wende^ 

Vpon the same daye : 
Whan that they departe shoulde^ 
For them wept both yonge, and olde. 

Both wyfe, wydow^ man^ and maye. 

They bare with them no maner of thynge 
That was worth a &rthynge, 

Cattell, golde, ne fe ; 150 

But mekely they asked theyr meate^ 
Where that they myght it gette^ 

For saynct charytie ! 
Seoen landes they gan through paspe. 
By Goddes succour, myght, and grace, 

Hys wyf e, and his children thre ; 

02 
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They that ere had welth, and wyn^ 
The harde hunger that they were in 
Great sorowe it was to se. 

In a fbreste they were a whyle, iGO 

Towne myght they get none tyU, 

Wery, and wo^they were ; 
Thre dayes were coine^ and gone, 
Meate, nor drynke, founde they none. 

The chyldren wept so fre ; 
They eate nothyng that came of come. 
But beryes, and howes of the thome, 

Amonge the boltes bare. 
They came to a water by -dene, 
Ouer woulde they fajne haue bene, 1 70 

Then begane theyr care : 

His eldest sonne he toke theare. 
And ouer the water dyd hym beare> 

And set lum Tnder a bushe of bimne ; 
He sayde, sonne wepe no mare } 
TyU I for thy brethren fare. 

Flay thee with a blome : 
The knyght toke a pace ftOl good, 
And feiste feryed ouer the flodd, 
myddle sonne he name. 
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And bare hym over the water wiUej 
A lyon toke hys eldest chylde. 
Or he to the lande come. 



The knyght neuer the later. 
Into the wylde water 

Turned agayne that daye ; 
A leoparde came, and toke the other. 
The chyUe that was the mydle brother. 

And with hym wente awaye. 
The lady cried loude, and ehyll, 
Jxtth she was her lyfe to spyll. 

On lande there she laye; 

The kn^ht bade this lady be styll. 
We shall do after Gods wyll ; 

For sorowe theyr hartes were sore. 
Then both the chyldren loste were, 

Hys louely sonnes two ; 
This lady was wonte to ryde in a ehajtc. 
On his backe, he her ouer bare. 

His yonge sonne also. 
Thoroughe a fbreste dayes thre 
They wente, towarde the quicke see. 

Wonders wery and wo: 
Aa they stode on the lande. 
They sawe come saylynge by the see sande, 

Thre hundred shyppea and mo. 
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And as they on the lande stode. 
They loked farther in the flode^ 

Galeys they sawe come giyde; 
With topcastels lyfte on lofte, 210 

With streamers of sendale softe, 

Lyke a prynce proude of pryde*, 

An heythen kynge was therein. 
That christendome was come to wyn^ 

The soudan he woulde huide : 
Vp in an hauen at the woddes ende. 
The knyght he founde that tyde, 

Hys Sarasyns all by hys syde. 
Blany men sawe he rene> and ryde; 

He sayde vnto his ladye fire, 390 

What men are these thynke ye ^ 

I heare a myghty steuen: 
Through this forest haue we gone^ 
Meate, nor drynke, found we none. 

Of all these dayes seuen; 
Go we, and aske them some meste. 
If that we maye any gette. 

For Goddes loue of heauen ! 

Towarde the galley gan thei gone, 
Therin sat the sowdan, 2M 

In wedet worthdy wrought } 
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He asked of them lynes fbdes» 
For his loue that dyed on the rode. 

And made this worlde of nought 
Whan the kynge herde hym erye, 
Southly he sayde^ he is a spye. 

That thus farre hath tb sought. 
I hyd you bete hym awaye. 
For they beleue not on our laye. 

Of me get they ryght nought. 240 

A knyght kneled before the kynge» 
And sayd, it is a pitifull thynge. 

That poore penaunce to sej 
He semeth a man so gentyll, and fit. 
Though he be in necesritie. 

It is ruth and pytie : 
His eyen are gray as any glasses 
Were he as wdl fedde as euer he was. 

Like a knight shoulde he be| 
Hys wyfe as whyte as whales bone, 350 

Though she with weping be oueigone. 

She is as white as blosome on tre. 

The sowdan sayde, and him bethaughte. 
Let them before me be brought, 
I will them se with sighte. 

V. 350. See note on F. 18 of the emuiag poem of Syr Degore. 
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Whan he them sawe his heart was dere/ 
So worthy as thejrboth were. 

That they ne were clothed arighte : 
Than dyd the sow^an to hym saye> 
Man^ wilt thou beleue on my laye> 260 

And with me go to fyghte ? 
Forsake thy Christendome for aye. 
And heleue on Mahgundes laye. 

And then I wyll douhbe the a knyght. 

Styll stode Syr Isenhras, 

And sawe a sowdan that he was. 

Than sayde he playnly, naye; 
I shall neuer hee hethen hounde beoome. 
Nor wane againste Christendome, 

Therfbre to dye thys daye : ^ 270 

Greate wayes we haue to gone, 
Meate, ne drynke, haue we none, 

Ne penye for to payej 
Syr, helpe ts to to our lyues fbd^ 
For hys loue that dyed on rode. 

And let vs waJke awaye. 

The sowdan sawe the ladye there. 
He thought an aungell that she were 
That had bene in heauen ^— > 
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He 8ayde» ejT, tell her vnto me. 
And I wyll geue the golde> and fie. 

More than thou cane meane; 
I wyU geue thee an hundreth pounde. 
Of feyre florence, rede and rounde. 

And red robes seuen : 
She ahal be queue of all my lande. 
And all my men to seme to her hande. 

No man \¥ithstande her Bteuen. 



89 
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Syr Isenbras sayde, naye : 
My wyfe wyll I not seU awaye9 

Thy men shall fyrst me slo; 
I wedded her as I you saye. 
To holde her to my endinjge daye. 

Both in wde and in wo. 
And hundreth pound of feiyre florenoe 
The sowdan layde in his presence, 

» 

And set hys wyfe hym ho. 
The golde agajrne Syr Isenbras caste, 
Therfbre his ribes was nere hand brast. 

And made his body all bio. 

As sone after as he myght stande. 
He toke hys sonne by the hande, 
A sorye man was he. 



2go 
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Than was the maner there^ 
With ores, and acres for to hrt, 

With that lady so free : 
The sowdane, with his owne hande 
Crouned her quene of Suriye lande. 

And sent her ouer the see; 
To her the crowne thus he haiide> 
My worde, he sayde, sothly shal stande. 

Though I come neuer to thee. 
When the shype was redy there, 
Wyth theyr fraught awaye- to tee. 

The ladye fell on her kneej 
Syr sowdan, she saydo thare^ 
For her loue that Jesu baft, 

A bowne graunt ye me ! 



310 



Geue me leue with my lorde. 
That I might speake one woide, 

Aboute a privie thynge : 
The sowdan called hym agayne, 
Therof was the lady fisiyiie. 

Her token was a rynge; 



mo 



There was ioye to se them mete. 
With kissinge, and with dypping swete; 
To shyppe whan she was go. 



v. 305. widi orat mud 



Acres? 



VCI 
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She sayde, alas^ wo is me ! 
That I ne droune in the^see. 

Shall we departe in two ; 330 

In that lande that I am in. 
If that ye come it for to wyn. 

The sowdan wyll I slo. 
8yr> ye shall be kynge with crowne. 
Oner castell, towre> and towne. 

And recouer all yonr wo. 

Ueate and drynke she dyd hym g«iie^ 
Therwyth a seuen nyght for to 13^169 

Hys yonge sonne^ and he : 
Then this ladye meke, and mylde, 840 

Kyssed hym^ and than her chylde> 

Than sowned she tymes thre. 
They drewe vp sayle of bright hew. 
The wynde them soone to Sorry Uew, 

The knyght hym on the lande set ; 
He syghed^ and wepte, with teares great, 

Whyle he the sayle myght se. 
He toke his sonne by the hande^ 
And forth he wente vpon the lande, 

Amonge the holtes hye$ 850 

He swarmed vp into a tree, 
Whyle eyther of them might olber se, 
Tho were there hertes sore. 
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Meate and diynke forth he drowe^ 
And gaue his yonge sonne ynowe. 

That was an hungred sore. 
In the mantell amonge the breade^ 
He layed his gold that was so reade^ 

And with hym he it bare. 

Than he came to an hyll^ full hye> 3^ 

There he thought all night to lycj 

Farther go he ne might 5 
On the moroWj, wh^ it was daye. 
An egle hath the golde awaye. 

For the read clothes syghte. 

Isenbras than awaked he^ 

And folowed the fowle to the Grdces zee> 

There gan the fbwle ouer flee; 
Or he returned^ an vnicome 
The yonge chylde awaye had borne, 370 

Amonge the holtes hye$ 

The knyghte afore was often wo. 
But neuer then he was tho. 

He set hym on a stone. 
Lorde ! he sayde, wo is me; 
For my wyfe, and my chyldren thre, 

Nowe am I lefte afene : 
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The kynge that bare of thorne the croune^ 
Wysshe me awaye rnto the towne^ 

For all amysse haue I gone. 380 

He ne wist^ what he do mighty 
But for sorowe he sore syght^ 

With moumynge made his mone ; 

Alone he walked by a lowe, 
A feyre fyre sawe he glowe^ 

He prayed the of breade for charitie 1 
They sayde, labour, for so do we. 

We baue none other plowe; 
Hio aunswered the knyghte agayne, 
Syr, 80 wyll I certayne. 3()0 

Faste he bare, and fsiste he drowe. 
They taught hym to tume the stone. 
And bade hym spede that he had done; 

Than had he shame ynowe : 
This man toke laboure hym vpon, 
Tyll the fyrst yere was gone. 

For his lyuynge wrought he so ; 
By that tyme coulde he make a fyre. 
And toke he mannes hyre. 

For he wrought more than two. 400 

V. 382. tifgh^-^hed. 
V. 391. drom-'dnw. 
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All the longe seuen yeare> 

A smythes mannc was he there. 

And yet thre monethes to; 
By that he had hym annure dyght> 
All that longed to a knyght. 

To the water with hym to go. 

That seuen yeare, I vnderetande. 
The sowdan was in chrysten lande, 

Tyll they puruayed a battayll stronge. 
The Sarasyus to abyde; 410 

A daye of battayle there was set. 
Where both chrysten, and heythen met, 

A lyttell there besyde. 
In the same armure y^ Isenbras wroughte. 
And on a croked caple that coles brougfate, 

Hymselfe to battayll gan ryde; 

He rode vnder an hyll so hye^ 
Chrysten and heythen both he se. 

That the two kynges had brought. 
The hoste was arayed in royall araye, 420 

Taboures^ and trumpettes herde he play. 

And launces lifte on lofte. 
Syr Isenbras with hert fre. 
Set hym doune vpon his kne. 

In Jesu was his thouj^. 
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To sende hym grace in tliat feldei , 
That hise sowdan for to yelde. 
For the wo that he hym wrooght. 

Syr Isenbras anone vp stode, 
Ryght eger was he of mode. 

Sore dintes he gaue certayne; 
It spraDge as aparcle oute of fiynte. 
There myght no man withalande hie dynte, 

Tyil hys c^le was elayne. 
Whan that he thus had fought, 
Aa carle out of the batayle hym brougfatei 

Vpon an hygh mountayne; 
This earie then chaunged his wede. 
And set hym on a good stede. 

Than wente he fost agayne: 

The Btronge stede he gan stride. 
Into the hoaste than gan ryde. 

There delte he dentee sore. 
He felled all that before Urn stode. 
And those that he knocked on the hoode. 

He slewe for euennpre. 
He rode vp to the hygh mountayne. 
The sowdan he had lone slayo^ 

And niiny that with hym- were. 
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All the daye lasted that fight, 450 

Syr Isenbras, that noble knyght. 
Wan the batayle there ; 

The christen kynge was fiill fayne. 
Whan the sowdan was slayne. 

With Sarasins great plenty. 
He sayde, whence is that noble knygfat 
That all this folke hath slayne in syghte ? 

Right fayne woulde I hym se : 
Knyghtes kene sone he sought. 
And at the laste he was forth brought^ 460 

Sore wounded was he. 

What arte thou ? sayde the kynge than; 
83rr, quod he, a smythes man, 

To^defbnde thee in fyghte. 
Thou shalte, he sayde, haue meate and drynke. 
The heste that thou canst after thinkf 

Tyll thou haue recouered myght. 
The kynge sware by this lyght. 
Whan thy woundes whole be, 

I shall thee make a knyght. 47O 

In a nonry they dyd hym leaue. 
To heale his woundes that dyd hym greue. 

That he had in fyght : 

F. 466. In the origiiial the greater pert of thif fine hM bcca 
eat away by the bookbinder. 



The nonnea of hym were full tkjue, . 
Because be had tbe sowdui slayne. 

With many a heathen hounde; 
On \aa aorowe they can rewe. 
And euo^ day with hys aalues newe. 

To beale therwith his woundei. 
They intreated hym curteosly. 
So he was healed lyghtly 

Within a lytle stoundea. 
He bethought hym full well, 
lliat no longer he noulde there dwel, 

When he was whole, and sounde. 

He purveyed hym scrip, aitd pyke, 
And made hymselfe palmer lyke. 

Ready for to wende : 
He toke bis leaue withouten lease, 
Fayie thanking the prioresse. 

With all the nonnes hende. 

Tbe Tjght way than toke be, 
1^11 be came to the quicks zet. 

With scripe, and burdoa biyue; 
^abyppe founde be ready thare. 
Into Acres for to fan; 

Tbyther can they ryne; 
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Whan they had Acres hente^ 
Both wet^ and wery, vp they went^ 

Into the cytye he yede. 500 

Seuen yeare he was palmer thore. 
With hunger^ thirsty and syghing iore. 

In Romaynes as we reede : 
Ryght as he went^ euen so he laye. 
In the nyght^ as on the daye> 

In poore pahners weede. 
Although the flesh lyked yll^ 
Gods wyU he woulde fulfyll^ 

For his synfuU deede. 

Through the cytye gan be gone, dlO 

Meate^ nor drynke^ gate he none. 

Nor house to lodge in : 
Besyde the borowe of Bethlein> 
He set hym by a well streme^ 

Tyll the day was dymme. 
As he sate, and sore syght. 
There came an aungell about mydnight, 

And brought hym bread and wyne. 
Isenbras, he sayde> lysten into mee ! 
Our Lorde hath pardon graunted to tbee« 5Q0 

Forgeuen are synnes thyne : 



aYB IftXXBBAS. 90 

Nowe reste the well^ Syr Isenbras, 
Foigeuen is all thy trespas^ 

Shortly for to saynej 
My Lorde is heauen kynge. 
Hath the geuen hys blessynge^ 

And byddeth the tiime agayne. 
The knight on his knees hym set. 
And Christ of heauen kynge he grete> 

Of the tydynges he was fnyne. 680 

The aungell lefte hym then alone» 
Then wyste he not whyther to gone^ 

But walked on the playne. 

Thre kinges landes he went thorow, 
Tyll he came to a rydie borow, 

A fayre castle there stode: 
He herde tell there woned a quene« 
A foyre lady^ bright and ahyne. 

And great worde of her yode. 

Euery daye she made a dole, 540 

Of many florenoet, golde and hole. 

Who so woulde it fetche: 
Lorde ! sayde Isenbras, so fr8e» 
Myght I one get, well were me, 

Eytber money or meat. 

H 2 
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Whan he came to the castell gate. 
Many poore fedke he sawe therat. 

That were come the golde to take; 
The quene a florence to eche one toke, 
Syr Isenbras it not fonoke, 550 

But mery dyd he make. 

Poore men> that mygfat yll go. 
She toke in fiftyCj, and mo, 

Whiche that feblesae were; 
And in they toke Syr Isenbrtt, 
Wete and wery as he was. 

On hym thqy rued sore -, 

The quene, crowned at meat sate, 
Knyghtes serued her thereat. 

In ryche robes of pall; 500 

A doth on the floore was layde, 
This poore palmer, the stewarde sayde. 

Shall syt aboue you all. 
Ryche meat there was brought, 
Stell he sate, and eate right nought 

But loked about the hall; 
So muche he sa we of game and gle. 
Where in he was wont to be. 

The teares he let flEdl. 
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o ft kny^ht the lady gan ny^ 
Corth a vhayre, aad a qnisahion, 
t the poore palmer therin, 
t he me tell maye, 
ay auenturea that he hath aene 
en landea where he hath beneit 
nany a wylde waye. 
the chaire was forth jet, 
lore palmer thereiii waa set, 
tolde her of his laye: 

naruels he Her tolde, 
be him asked whether be wouldSt 
fayne woulde ahe wyt. 
meates to hym were brtnigfat, 
be queue great wonder thougfat, 
' he woulde not eate. 

nle to hym in great dlsportei 
mer, be of good oomforte, 
otbynge that ye dreede; 
soule that waa mi lorde, 
he finde at bed, and bord^ 
e to cloth and fiMde. 

K ease thou ahalt be, 
inch mirth, game, and f^ 
leady, and late] 
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A dene chambre> and a fayre^ 
And a man to aerae thee. 
Within the castle gate. 

Syr Isenbras, also snell. 
On knees before that lady £ell> 
' And sayde^ comely quene ! ^600 

Here vnto I graunt wele. 
Of my pardon the halfe deale. 
In places where I haue bene. 

Thus the palmer dwelled there. * 
Tyll that he was hole in fere. 

And seruyd in the hall) 
He was so fayre> and hye. 
That other had at hym enttye> 

And strong he was withalL 
A tumement there was byd> 6lO 

They horsed hym on a fiayre 8lede> 

And he conquered them all} 
Certaynely> as I you saye 
Many a Sarosyne he slew that day^ 

Vnder the castle walle. 



When that he came to the fdde. 
None was so bolde vnder ibyeUep 
That durst abyde bia atrength: 

r. 605. hoU m/c 
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Some he g«ue snche A itK^ ontsyae. 

That nener than came to Ijf/e tgt-Ttta t QlO 

Otha Bome he mode sore bkde. 
Some he caate ouer the lake. 
Of acmie both oecke, and badie, he bnkej 

They fled from hym for diede. 
Tlw Isdye §eyiig that, £ut lough. 
And sajde, my palmer ia Btrong yaougfa. 

And worthy for to ryde. 

So it befi^ vpon a daye, 

Syr Isenbras wente hym to playe. 

As it was his kynde. 6tt 

In heron's neste he sawe on hye, ^ . 

A redde clothe therein he se, 

Meuing with the wynde ; 
Vp to the tree he canne wynne, 
Hjs owne mantell he fonade tbereint 

Hys golde there can he ^de. 
When he «e the reade golde, 
Wherfbre hys lodye was solde, 

Then was he woode of myndc] 

The goUe into the diambre he ban, 040 

Vnder his heade he patte it tbtre, 
Then wepynge he went awaye. 
T.eao. Gnmt part eflMtUnebdng cot awij by the Under, 
th« wntdi in h»Uci an i Mij tt Xan i- 



,1M 9YM, J8ENBRAS. 

Buer when he the golde can. se, 
JifB songe wa8> well awaye ! 

Were he neuer of chere 8o good^ 
Whan he in hys chamber yode^ 

After he wepte all the daye. 
So longe he ledde there hys lyfle, ^ 

Amonge hys Sarasyns that were ryfiet. 

Then to jthe quene they can saye. 050 

■ 

So on a daye it fell ryght^ 

Vnto hys chaumber wente this knyght. 

Sore wepkige as I wene: 
ibnre knightes brake the chamber done. 
And fbunde the golde in the aUxee, 

And tolde it to the quene. 

Befyre the quene the golde was brougliAey 
For whiche th^ sowdan her bought^ 

Of Syr Isenbras. . 
Though it against hys wyll were^ \600 

The sendale also sawe she there^ 

That her lordes .was. 

(When she the sendale sawe with sight, 
Thrise sowned th^t lady brygfat^ 
For she before it had sene. 






K.«57. 
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Often she syghed^ and sayde^ alas ! 
This ought a knyght Syr Isenbras, 
That my lorde was wont to be* 

Vnto the knyght there she tolde. 

How that she for golde was solde^ 6^0 

Her lorde was beaten there; 
Where ye maye the palmer se, 
Byd hym come, and speke with me, 

Therto me longeth sore. 
The palmer came into the hall, 
Vnto counsell she dyd hym call. 

And asked hym right there. 
How that he the golde wan. 
And whether he were a gentelman. 

And in what cowitre he was borne ? * 660 

With, carfull harte, and rewfull cheare. 
He gaue the quene this aunswere. 

On knees her before ; 

The first tale that he her tolde, 
M|dame, therfore my wyfe was solde, 

I do you to vnderstande : 
Thre chyldren haue I lore. 
My mantell was awaye bore^ 

I in a neste it fbunde. . 
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Tho had the lady great solaoe, 69O 

She fell in sownyng, so fiayiit she wia. 

When they together met 
There was myrth to se them mete. 
With dypping, and kissing swete. 

In armes for to fblde : 
Eyther of other was so fiayne. 
They wolde it no longer layne. 

To the knyghtes they it tolde. 
A ryche brydale dyd they byd, 
Bothe riche, and poore, thyther yede, 71 K) 

Woiilde none themselfe with holde. 
Syr Isenbras was rayed ryght. 
And crouned kyng that eire was knyght 

With a gaye garlande of golde : 

Than was kynge Syr Isenbras, 
Of more welth than ener be was, 

Thre landes had he there : 
His christendome he can kyth. 
And sent sondes frely syth. 

To them that heathen were. 71O 

The heathen vrere at one assente. 
Who that to his oounsayl went. 
Them to hange or brenne : 
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Iliey sayde, that what man to hym wente, 
Shoulde tbynke bia waye yll be spcnte. 
None woulde come to hym than. 

A daye of battayle there was act. 
Where both christen, and heathen met, 

Syr Iseobrafl to alo : 
AAer Saraslns gan they aende, 
Theyr rarsed lawea for to defende; 

There came heathen kyngea two. 
Syr laenbraa made hym yare, 
Agaynat the Sansyns for to ftire; 

With hym there was no mo. 
When he was anned on his stede, 
Hys folke hym fayled at his nede 

And tost fled hym fro. 

Syr Isenbraa curtoyae, and kena, 
Toke hys leaue of hye quenei 

And after syghed fitU aorej 
He loked on her with oyen graye. 
And sayd, Madame, haue good daye. 

For now and euennore. 
Tbe ladye sayd vnto the knight, 
I*woitlde I were in armoure bright, 

With you that I m^ht brej 



106 STE I8EMBRA8. 

If God woulde the grace sende. 
That we myght together wende. 

Then gone were all my care. JAO 

Sone was the lady dyghte^ 

In armure^ as she were a knyghte^ 

On horse^ with speare and shyelde^ 
Agaynst thyrty thousand Sarasins, and mo^ 
Of christen came but they two. 

Alone into the fyelde. 
He sawe them semble> as I you saye^ 
With brandes bright^ and banners gaye^ 

He holted^ and behelde 
That cursed people^ false of fiaye, 7^ 

Towarde hym made great araye. 

With weapon and with shydde; 

And he houed on a hyll; 

Bugles blaste, and trumpettes shyll. 

And herauldes herd he shoute : 
They sayde^ traytour stande thou styll. 
Coward knight we shall the kyll. 

Thou mayest well drede for dout. 



r.749. Mkti . ttgyedf 
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Quod Isenbras, I make a vowe, . . 

Vnto my lorde swete Jeau, 

I BhaD not fcle this ^htj 
Whyie I maye in styrope standej 
With taealme on head, and speaie in haode^ 

n^th bronde that is ao bright. 
The ladye swore by Mary mylde, 
Againste the Saraains that were so wylde. 

She woulde do her m^hte; 
This daye to battayle wyll I feaie, 
Hdine on head with ahyelde and ^MUe; 

So comfbiied she that knight. . 
Syr Isenbras his course toke with delyt^ 
And about hym fiercely can smyte, 

Aa a waryour wood, and wyght; 
Some theyr beodes he dyd of smyte. 
f The sowdan was out of his wyt. 

When he sawe that syght; 

Tlnough the ho8t« then let he crye. 
What man might with mastrie, 

To grounde him fell doune. 
He shoulde him geue hys landee truly. 
Pro Ja& to Alezandrie, 

Both citie, towre, and towne. 

r. 761. fiit-dntit V. 
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Of all the whole sowdans hoste^ 

Was there none that durst make boaate, 

Battayle hym to byd ; 
They gaue the sowdan counsell aU^ 
Thy hole hoste at once kt on hym hSl, 

And strike hym doune, and hyt stede. 

The sowdan did«therto assente : 

With battes^ and with bowes bente> 790 

They faste at him can laye ; 
Syr Isenbras good liuerie lent. 
The quene a swerde in her hand heaat. 

And dealte her dole that daye : 

That daye that ladye^ and the knygfat, 
Agaynst the sodan helde stronge lyght. 

Through grace that God them aente : 
Of freshe Sarasins there came a hmle^ 
That beset the knyght aboute> 

With shaftes^ and bowes bente j 800 

Ryght as they slayne shoulde haue be^ 
There came ryd)mg kynges thre> 

On beastes that were wylde : 
One on a leoparde^ and one on a rnicome. 
And one a lion one ranne beforne, 

Theyr eldest sonne to beare. 
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The knyghtes fought as they were wode» 
And sleWe all that before them stode^ 

Great wonder it is to se. 
The heathen knyghtes slewe the there^ 810 

The Sarasjms that counted were^ 

Thurtye thousand and thre. 
Syr Isenbras them prayed thare^ 
That they wolde with hym fare. 

All nyght with hym to be. 
Father ! they sayde^ with milde entente. 
The grace of God vs hether sente; 

Thyne owne sonnes we be : 

We ne wyst howe we hyther came. 

But for to saue you fro shame, 6M 

As Goddes wyll was : 
Ye be oiu* mother that vs bare. 
And ye oure father sothly are. 

Men call you Syr Isenbras. 
They sayde^ make we ioyfull cheare. 
To our chyldren that we se here. 

Our welth b^nneth to walke. 

In a chamber fayre> and bright. 
Their atyre was comely dighte. 

In many a worthy wede : 830 

They lacked no maner of iliynge, 
Golde, syluer, nor ryche dothinge. 

They had aU thynge at nede. 
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Thre lands after they dyd wyn. 
And christened all that was therein. 
In Romayns as we rede. 

Than was kynge Syr Isenbras, 
Of more welth than euer he was. 

And come out of his care : 
To euery sonne he gaue a lande> 840 

And crouned hym kynge with his hande, 

Whyle they together were. 

The eldest sonne was in Surrye 
Chosen chyefe of chyualrye^ 

As k3mge and gouemoure : 
Hie seconde sonne, shortly to aaye. 
In an ile called JaffiEiye 

Reygned with great honour : 

The yongest brother was crowned kynge 

Of Calabre, without leasynge, B5Q 

Thus reygned they all thre. 
And when it pleased God of hys mygfat. 
They all departed in heauens lyght. 

To tiie whiche bryng vs the trinitie. 

Amen, Amen, for charitie ! 

VINIS. 
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'* Syr Degore* tvas certainly of French origin^ 
the name being, if correctly spelt, D^EgarCf or, 
PEgarCf a person almost lost. /. 230. In the poem, 
however, it is occasionally used as two syllables, so 
as to rhime with * before* 

Both Warton and Ellis admit its high antiquity, 
as they concur in assigning its probable date to the 
beginning of the \4th century. Injact, the narra- 
tive itselfqffbrdeMme internal evidence of the period 
when it was composed, by speaking fat I. 703*) of 
the " shone croked as a knighte.'* The crooked or 
homed shoe was introduced in the reign of Wm. 
Ru/us, and appears then to have been confined to 
the gentry* Strutt however supposes that this 
Jashion did not long keep its ground; but, he says, 
it was afterwards revived, and even carried to a 
more preposterous extent than before. He is haw^ 
ever of opinion that the long piked shoes were not 
worn later than the beginning or middle qfthe ISth 
century. 

There are two printed copies of this romance 
known to be in existence: one is in the Bodleian 
library, 4to. Selden C. 39. The title is over a 
wood cut of a knight on horseback at JuU gallop; 
beneath is the date MDLX. It was printed by John 
King. The other (from which this reprint is taken) 
is in the Garrick collection qf old plays, in ike Brit* 
Museum, and was printed by Coplandfin4io*wiA' 



and date. In the iUle^ge is a toood'^id, of which 
the vignette here given is a reduced Jac^simile, and 
tohich VMsJrequently used by the Coplands : it occurs 
in the historic of Arthur and his Knights^ printed 
by W. Copland in 1557, -^ vx)od cut^ so similar to 
this as scarcely to be distinguished Jrom it, is also 
to be found in the old French romance of Theseus 
de CoulognCfJolio, Paris^ 1534. 

A MS, copy of this poem is in the public tibrary 
at Cambridge^ 600 § 29. Another is in the AuMm^ 
leek MS. in the library of the Faculty of Advocates 
at Edinburgh ; and a third in Bishop Perc^fsJoUo 
MS. vMch is nonOf lam informed^ in the possession 
qfMr* Istedi qf Northamptonshire. 
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Xjoxdinobs, and you wyl holde you styl 
A gentyl tale tel you I wyll. 
Of kuTghtea of this countre. 
That hath trauayled beyonde y* see. 
To seke aduenturea bothe nyght, and day. 
And bowe they myght their strength assay, 
Ab dyd a knyght, his name was Syr D^ore, 
One of the best that was fbunde hym befbre. 
Sume tyme in England there was a kynge, 
A noble man of manera in all thynge. 
Stout in annei, and vnder shelde. 
Fun muche douted in batayle, and felde, 
Tber was no man then Teiament 
That with him iusted in tumemente. 
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That out of his styrope might bryng his fi»te. 

He was so stronge without doute : 

The kynge had no children but one^ 

A doughter as whight as whales bone; 

That mayden he loued as his lyfe^ 

Her mother was deed, the queue his wyfe; 20 

In trauayle of chylde she dyed alas ! 

But when that mayden of age was, 

Kynges sonnes her wowed then, 

Emperours, dukes, and other men. 

To haue that mayden in maryage. 

For loue of her great herytage : 

But then the kynge did them answer* 

That no man shoulde wedde her. 

But that if he myght with stout lusting 

The kynge out of his sadel brynge, 30 

And done hym lese his styroppes two : 

Many assayed 3 and myght naught do. 

Euery yere as ryght it wolde, 

A great feasts wolde he holde, 

Vpon his queues momynge day. 

That was buryed in an abbay. 



F. 18. whight at whak$b&iu. — ^TkU simile, whicli ii rttj 
moD in the old romances, does not refer to the fish wloGh it 
particulariies, and of which the hones are hlack; bnt to the Iwarj 
of the horn or tooth of the sea-uniconi. 

V. 38. wfwedn-icooed. 
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So on a daye the kynge wolde li 

To an abay there beside. 

To do diriges, and masses bothe> 

The pore to fede, and the naked to doihe: 40- 

His owne doughter with him rode. 

And in the forest styll she abode; 

She called her chamberlaine her to. 

And other maydens she dyd also. 

And sayde, adowne she must alyght. 

Better her clothes to amend and ryght. 

Adowne they bene a lygfat all thre. 

Her damosels, and so dyd she. 

A fiiU longe stounde there she abode> 

Tel all the meyny from her rode, 501 

They gate yp> and after they wolde. 

Bat they could not y* ryght way holde; 

The wodde was rough, and thicke, Iwis, 

And tiiey toke theyr way all amysse; 

They rode south, they rode west. 

Into the thicke of that forest. 

And into a lande they came at the laste, 

Then weried tiiey wonder faste. 

Then wyst they well amisse they had gone. 

And adowne they lyght euerichone, CO 

And they called all in fere. 

But there might no man them heare. 

The wether was bote before the none. 

They wyst not what was best to done. 
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But layd them downe vpon the grene. 

Some fell on slepe as I wene. 

Thus they fell on slepe euerychone, 

Sauyng the kynges doughter alone > 

She went aboute^ and gathered fiowres. 

And to here the songe of smale foulea. 70 

So longe she dyd forth pas. 

That she wist neuer where she was} 

The waye to her damosels she wolde haue nome. 

But she wyst neuer howe to come. 

Then gan she crye wonder sore^ 

She wept, and wronge her handes thore. 

And sayd alas ! that I was bore. 

For well I wote I am forlore : 

For wylde bestes wyll me rynde. 

Or any man may me fynde. 80 

And then she saw a ioyful syght : 

To her came pricking a fayre knight; 

Full well he semed a gentyl man. 

And riche clothes him vpon, 

Wei farynge both of fote, and hand. 

There was none suche in that land. 

So stought a man than was he : 

He sayde, Madame, God you se. 

Be ye not adred of me right nought, 

I houe none armes w'** me brought; 00 

I haue the loued this many a yere. 

And now I haue founde you here^ 
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Tboo sbalt be my lemman, or I go. 
Whether it toume to wele or wo. 
No more to do then coulde she. 
But w^, and cryed, and could not flyc; 
Anone he began her to beholde. 
And dyd with her what he wolde. 
And beraft her mayned hode. 
And than before the ladye he itode. lOO 

He sayd, Madame, gentyl, and fn. 
With chyld I wot well that ye be; 
Wei I wot it shalbe a knaue, 
Therfbre my swearde he shall hane; 
My good awerde of ameaunt. 
For therwith I slewe a gyaunt : 
I brake the poyot in his head. 
And in the felde I it leued ; 
Dame, take it vp, lo it is here. 
For thou spekest not with me this many a yen: 110 
And yet perauenture tyme may come 
That I maye Bpeke with my aonne; 
And by thu eworde, I maye him ken. 
He kyssed his loue, and went then : 
The knight passed as he comej 
All weping the lady the swerde vp nome; 
She went awaye sore wepinge. 
And fbunde her maydens elepinge ; 
She bed the swerd as she myght. 
And called them vp anone rygbt, 190 

P. 119. htd—m. 
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And toke theyr horses eueiychone. 

And begane to rydc forth anone : 

And then there came at the laste. 

Many a knyght pryckmge fiEisle, 

Fro the kynge they were sent 

To wete wyther they went. 

They brought them into the hye waye> 

And rode in feare to that abbay> 

There was done servis> and al thyng;. 

With many a masse and ryche offering ; 130 

And when servyce was all done> 

And gan to passe the hye none> 

The kynge vnto his palais gan ryde. 

And muche people by his syde. 

When euery man was glad^ and blythe^ 

The lady sowned many a syth. 

Her bely waxed more, and more. 

She wepte, ad wronge her handes sore) 

So vpon a daye she gane sore wepe, 

A may den of hers tooke good kepe, 140 

And sayd, Madame, for charyte ! 

Why ye do wepe } ye wyll tell me. 

Mayden, and I tell the before. 

And ye me wray, I were but lorej 

For I haue bene euer meke, and mylde. 

And truly now I am with chylde : 

And yf any man it vnder yede, 

Bnery man wolde tel in eaery slede. 



.•-■ 
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That my lather on me it wan. 

For 1 loued neuer other man. 150 

And if my father it may wete. 

Such sorowe his hert may gette^ 

That he shall neuer mery man be. 

For all his ioye is layde on me. 

And tolde the damesell all in fere> 

Howe the childe was begotten on her :— - 

Nowe gentyl ladye greue you noughte. 

For styll it shall be forth brought. 

Shall no man it wete certaynly> 

Trewly madame but you and I. l60 

Tyme was come, she was vnbounde. 
And deliuered both hole and sounde ; 
A man childe there was bore. 
Glad was the ladye therfore : 
The mayden serued her at her wyll. 
And layde the chylde in the cradyll ; 
She wrapped hym in clothes anone; 
And was all readie for to haue gone. 
Yet was the childe vnto the nu>ther hold j 
She gaue it twentye pound in golde, 17O 

And ten pounde in syluer also, 
Vnder hys head she can it do, 
Muche it is that a chylde behoucs : 
She put with him a payre i)f gloues. 
Her leman gaue her them in a stonde. 
They wold els on no womans haQde> 
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On childes^ neither womans they oolde. 
But on his mothers handes they wolde : 
And had the chylde no wyfe wed in lande. 
But the gloues wolde on her hande^ 160 

For they might seme no where, 
Saue the mother that dyd hym beare. 
A letter with the chylde put she. 
With the gloues also perde; 
She knyt the letter with a threde 
About his necke, a fiill good spede ; 
Then was in the letter wrytte. 
Who so it founde shulde it wytte. 
For Christes loue, if anye good man. 
This wofull chylde fynde can 5 190 

Do hym be christened of priestes hande. 
And to helpe hym to lyue in lande. 
With this syluer that is here, 
Tyll he may armes here. 
And helpe hym with his owne good. 
For he is come of gentyll blood. 
And when she had thus done. 
The mayden toke her leue ryght sone. 
With the chylde in the cradeU, and all thyng. 
She stale awaye in the euenynge, 300 

And went her way, and wist not where. 
Through thicke, and thyn, in the brere : 
She went all the wynter nyght. 
By shyning of the mone light ; 
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Then was ihe redely wsn umne 

Of an hermitage made of stone ; 

An holy man had there his dwellyngc/ 

And thyther she went without lesynge. 

And aet the cradel at the dore. 

For she dtust dwel no longer thoie, 

But turned agayne anone ryght. 

And came agayne the same nyght. 

The hermite rose on the morawe. 

And eke his knaue also : 

Lord, he aayde, I cry thee mercy. 

For nowe I here a yonge chylde tJjt. 

This holy man his dore vntyde. 

And found the cradell in that stede) 

He lyft Tp the shete anone, 

And Ifdced vpon the lytle grome; 

Than helde he vp hia ryght honde. 

And thanked Jesus Christ of his sonde. ^ 

He bare the chiUe into the ch^Kl, 

For joye of him he ronge the bel : 

And layed vp the gloues, and the treaauic. 

And christeaed the childe with great honour ; 

And in the worshipe of the trinite. 

He called the childea name, D^orv : 

For Degore to vnderstande, it is 

But thyng that almost is lost, iwya; 

Ai thinge that almoete ago, 

Theifcre he callei) that ebyUe M. 
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The heremite was an holy man of lyfe. 

He had a syster that was a wyfe ; 

He sent the chylde to her fiill rathe. 

With much mony by his knaue> 

And bade^ he shuld take good hede. 

The chylde to nouryshe and fede. 

And this littel chylde Degore^ 

Vnto that citie was I bore. 240 

The good man and his wife in fere 

The chylde they kepte as it theyr owne were, 

Tyll it was x. winter olde : 

He waxed a fa3rre chylde^ and a bolde> 

Wei taught; fayre, and kynde, 

Ther was none suche in all that ende. 

What tyme that x. yere was come, and 8pet> 

Vnto the heremyte they him sentc) 

The heremyte longed hym for to se^ 

Then was he a fayre diylde and fre. 156 

He taught the childe of derkes lore. 

Other X. winter withouten more; 

And whan he was of xx. yere. 

He was ja manne of greate powerei 

There was no yonge man in that lande. 

That myght stande a brayde of his hande. 

And when the heremite that did se, 

CRiat the man so sftronge wold be, 

V.940.Jb 9M y lgrwc; carried 
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A stalworth man la any werke. 

And of his tyme, a well good clerke i 

He toke hia florence, and his glouea, 

That he had kept ^m him in hia houBCt' 

But his X. pound that was stnlinge. 

Was spent about the childea keping : 

The beremite toke him bis letter to rede. 

He loked therin the same stede: 

Syr, he sayd, by saynt charyte. 

Was this letter tnade by me } 

Ye Sonne, by him that me deme ihall, 

Tliua I founde thae; and tolde tnm wJL 

He set him donne on knees fall blytbe. 

And thanked the- bermite man sithe ; 

And aayd, be wold not rest in londe, 

TyD the time he had his father founde. 

He gane the heimite halfe his golde. 

And the remnaunt vp be fblde; 

He toke his^Ieue, and faytte wold go; • 

Ute hennite layd he shuld not to. 

To sdte thy kynne thou mayst not endnre 

Without good horse, and good Brmnrs. 
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Syr Heremite> he sayd^ in dede, 

I wyll haue no other wede^ 

But a batte m my hande^ 

Myne enemyes therwith to withstSd ; 

A full good sapelynge of an oke^ 

On whome he set therwith a ttiijke. 

Were he neuer so tall a man^ 

Nor yet so good armure him vpon. 

He wold him fell to the grounde> 

With that same bat in thst stoonde. 3g0 

The childe kissed the heremite thoj 

And toke his leue for to go. 

Degore went forth his waye^ 

Through a forest halfe a daye; 

He herd no man, nor sawe none, 

Tyll it past the hygh none^ 

Then herde he great strokes fall. 

That made great nojrse with all. 

Full sone he thought that to se. 

To wete what the strokes might be. 300 

There was an erle both stout, and gaye, 

He was come thyther the same daye. 

For to hunt for a dere or a do. 

But his houndes were gone hym fio: 
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Then was there a dragon greats and grymme. 

Full of fyre^ and also venymme> 

Wyth a wyde throte^ and tuskes greate^ 

Vpon that kiiight feste gan he bete. 

And as a lyon then was hys feete^ 

Hys tayle was longe, and full vninete; 310 

Betwene hys head^ and his tayle> 

Was xxii. fote withouten fayle; 

His body was lyke a wyne tonne^ 

He shone full bryght^ agaynste the sonne^ 

His eyen were bright as any glasse^ 

His scales were harde as any brasse^ 

And therto he was necked lyke a horse; 

He bare his head vp with great force: 

The breth of his mouth that dyd out blowe^ 

As it had bene a fyre on lowe : . 320 

He was to loke on as I you tell> 

As it had bene a fiende of hell. 

Many a man he had shent> 

And many a horse he had rente> 

And to that earle harde batayle b^;an. 

But he defended him like a man. 

And boldely smote hym with his swerde. 

But of all his strokes he was not aferde. 

His skynne was harde as any stone, 

Wherfore he might hym no harme dcme; SiO 

And when the erle Syr Degore se, 

Hdpe syr, he sayd^ for saynt charite ! 
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And then answered Syr Degore> 

Full gladly syr^ and Grod before. 

When the dragon of Degore had a sight. 

He left the earle^ and came to hym right} 

And the chylde that was so stronge, 

Toke his staffe that was so longe. 

And smote the dragone so on y* crowne. 

That in that wodde he fell downe. 840 

And then that dragon anone ryght 

Smote the chylde with suche mygfate> 

Wyth his tayle vpon the ryght syde> 

That he fell downe in that tyde : 

And he sterte yp anone full ryght^ 

And defended him with mudie myglity 

With that staffe that was so longe. 

He brake of hym both fote and bone^ 

That it was wonder for to se^ 

He was so tough he myght not dye. 8M 

With hys staffe that was so stronge 

Tyll Degore one stroke at hym fknogt; 

He smote him on the croWne so faye. 

That he made his braynes out flyej 

And then the erle was glad^ and blyAe, 

And thanked Degore many sythe. 

And prayed him, he wolde with lasia ride, 

Vato his palays there besyde. 

And there he made hym a knyght. 

And made hini good chere that D)]BMf . 3i0 
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Rentes^ treasure^ and balfe hk laofej 

He wolde haue aeased into bb hande. 

Syr Degore thanked hym triiety> 

And prayed him of his curtesye. 

To let his ladyes to fqfe h3rm come, 

Wyues, maydens^ more, and some> 

And also your dotighter eke 5 

And yf my glou^es byn for them mete. 

Or wyll ypone any of theyr bandes. 

Then wolde I fayne take my landes^ ^fO 

And yf my gloues wyl not so. 

Then wyll I take my leaue and go. 

All the woxskm were out brought. 

That there about mygbt be sought; 

AH they assayed tjfaie gloues than. 

But they were mete for no woman. 

Syr Degore toke vp his glopes anoiiie. 

And also toke leaue for to gone. 

The earle was a lorde of gentyU bkmd; 

He gaue Syre Dqgore a atede full good, 360 

And thereto he gaue hym good armnie, 

Tbat whiche was bothe fayre and siue. 

And also a page his man to be. 

And an hakney to ryde on trudy. 

Syr Degore waa glade, and hkfOk, 

And thanked the erle many a Bfithe. 

He rode forth vpon his waye. 
Many a myle vpiO sammendaye. 
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Vpon a daye muche people lie met^ 

He houed style, and fayre them grete, 390 

And asked a squyre what tidynge> 

And fro whence came all that fblke rydynge ? 

The squyre sayd^ Syr, verament 

They come from the parlyament j 

Fro a coimsayle the kynge dyd make. 

The which is fer his doughters sake : 

But when the parlyament was most plener 

The kynge let cry both farre, and nere. 

If any man were so bolde. 

That with the kynge juste wolde, 400 

He shulde haue his doughter in maryage. 

And his lande and his herytage : — 

It is a lande bothe good, and fayre. 

And the kynge therto had none heyre. 

But certes there dare no {nan graunt therto. 

Many one sayd the might not do; 

For euery man that rydeth to hym. 

He beteth them with strokes grym; 

Some he breketh the necke anone; 

Of some he craketh both backe, and bone; 410 

Some through the body he glytte; 

And some to death he smytte : 

And to hym may no man do nothinge, 

Suche a graee euer had our kynge. 

V. 390. hmti jfyf e m tff id MM, 
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Syr Degore stode in a studye than. 
And thought he was a dougfatie man: 
And I am in my yonge bloud> 
And I haue horse> and armwe good^ 
And as I trowe a full good steede; 
I wyll assaye if I maye spede^ ' 420 

And I may beare the kinge downe> • 
I maye be a man of great renowne. 
And if that he me fel can, 
There knoweth no body what I am 3 
Deaths or lyfe, what so betide, 
I wyll once against hym ryde. 

Thus in the dtie hys ynne he takes. 
And rested him, and merye makes. 
So ypon a daye the kynge he met. 
He knded downe, and fayre hym grete, 480 

He sayd. Sir Kyng of muche myght. 
My lord hath sent me to you right. 
To wame you howe it shall be : 
My lorde wyli come, and fight with the: 
To iust with the my lorde hath nome. 
The kynge saide be shall be welcome. 
Be he knyght, or baiowne. 
Brie, duke, or dmile in towne^ 
There is no man I wyll totnlke, ^ 

Who an maye wynne, all msie take, 446 
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So on the morawe the daye wai set, 
Tbe kynge auysed much the bet: 
But then there was no lyuyng man. 
That Degore trusted muche vpoo) 
But to churche that tyme went he. 
To heare a masse icf the Trinite. 
To the Father he offred a floryne. 
And to the Sonne another fyne, 
Tbe thhde to the Holy Ohost he offined, 
Tbe preest in his jgaaaae, for him he prayad. 490 
And whan the masae was done, 
Vnto his ynne he went anoike. 
He dyd arme hym well in dede. 
In ryche armure good at nede $ 
His good stede he began lo stryde, 
fAnd toke his spere, and loxth dyd ryd^ 
Hb knaue toke another spere. 
And after his mayster he ^an it bifcrei 
Thus in the fSdde Syr D^ore abode tbani 
The kynge came with nanyela 
Manye came thyther jskdiAft, 
-Hq se tiiie iustinge .tnilfa. 
An that in the fyelde were. 
They sayde, and did swere. 
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That they neuer or that tyme ae. 

So fajre a man with their eye 

As was y* yonge knygfat Syr Begore; 

But none wyst what man was he. 

They rode togyther at the hist. 

On their good stedesfiillfiBSte; 4]r0 

The kynge had the greater shafle. 

And more he coude of that crafte. 

To dashe him downe then he mente. 

And in his shilde sat suche a dente 

That hys good spere all to braste; 

But Degore was stronge, and sate iasle. 

Then sayd the kynge, alas, alas ! 

For me befell neuer suche a case : 

There was neuer a man that I miglit hit. 

That euer might my stn^ sit. 480 

This is a man all for .the nones. 

For he is a man of great bones. 

Then toke the kyag a greater tre. 

And square also mote I the, ... % 

And if his necke wyll not a two f 

His backe shall or that I go. 

The kynge rode to hym with gveat nndowne, . / 

And thought to bauedasshed the chOdedowMt: . 

He smote Syr D^ore sone anone^ 

Right before the breste boiie> ilfiO 



F.4S4. 
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That his horse was rered on hye. 

And Syr Degore was fallen nye. 

Syr Degore thus his course out yode> 

He was so angry in his mode; 

Alas ! he sayd^ I haue myssed yet. 

And he hath me twyse hyt. 

And neuer ones with him I mette; 

By God I shall auyse bette. 

They rode togither with great might. 

In their shyeldes their speares pight; MO 

In their shields their speares all to broke, 

Vnto theyr handes with the stroke. 

And then the kynge began to speake, 

Gyue me a speare that wyll not breke^ 

For he shall anone be smitten downe. 

Though he be as stronge as was Sampaonc. 

And if he be the deuyll of hell, 

I shall him soone downe felL 

The kynge toke a speare styfie, and stronge. 

And Degore toke anether good, and longe: 4110 

And stoutlye to the kynge he smytte. 

The kinge fayled, and Degore hym hyt) 

And Syr Degore so him bete. 

That he made the kinges hone tome Tp his fct 

Boldely he rode vp than. 

And semed a fiill goodly man: 

F. 488. tmufm ittt^-HMM^e belter. 
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The kynge was out of his sadel cast^ 

Wherctf his doughter was sore agast. 

Then was there muche iioyse> and cry» 

The kynge was sore ashamed for thy. 520 

Well I wote his doughter was sory. 

For then she wyst redely. 

That she shulde maryed be. 

To a man of a straunge oountre^ 

And lede her lyfe with such a one. 

That she wyst neuer fro whenoe he oome. 

The kynge sayde to Syr Degore, 

Come hyther fayre Sonne me before j 

And thou were as gentyl a man. 

As thou semest to loke vpon, ^30 

And thou coude witte, and reason do. 

As thou arte doughty man to, 

I wold thyncke my lande well besete^ 

And if it were fine tymes bette; 

For worde spoken I must nedes holde. 

Before my barons that be so bolde. 

I take the my doughter by the hande. 

And cesse thee in all my lande^ 

To be myne heyre after me. 

In ioye, and blysse for to be. 546 
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liouglttft of 'OngbnUi, an^ f^ tbf kndw t^ jftc 
f»ni in {(oiuif ijn t]^ gloitc^. 

Create ordynaunce was there wroEgfadj 
To the churche dore were they brought^ 
And were there wedded verament^ 
Vnto the holye saeramente. 
Looke what fbly happened there^ 
That he shuld wed his owne mother ^ 
The whiche had borne h]rm on her syde^ 
And yet he knewe nothyng that tyde. 
He knewe nothyng of her kynne. 
Nor she knewe nothyng of hym ; &50 

And both together ordeyned to bed. 
Yet paraduentuze they may be sybbe. 
Thus dyd Syr Degore the bolde. 
He wedded his mother, to haue, and to hoUe : 
But yet he let them not synne in fere. 

It passed on the hye tyme of none. 
And the daye was nere hand donne« i 

To bed was brought both he, and she. 
With great myrth, and solempnitie: 
Syr Degore stode, and beheld than, ^60 

And thought on the heremite the holy man. 
That he sholde neuer for thy 
Wedde no wydowe, nor ladye. 
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But yf she myght the gloues two 

Lyghdye vpon her handes do. 

Alas ! then sayde Syr Degore, 

The tyme that euer I was borne j 

And sayd anone^ with heuy chere^ 

Me had leuer than all my kyn^dome here> 

That nowe is seased into my hande, ^70 

That 1 were fay re out of this lande! 

The kynge these wordes harde tho. 

And sayd^ dere sonne why sayest thou so ? 

Is there ought agaynst thy wyU 

Eyther done, or sayde^ that doth the yll. 

Or any thyng that is mysdone } 

Tell me^ and it shall be amended sone. 

Nay lorde, he sayde then^ 

But for all the marjrage that done hath bene^ 

I wyll not with no woman mell, 660 

Wyfe^ wyddow^ nor damosell^ 

But yf she myght these gktta ^ 

Lightlye vpon her handes itw^ 

And when the lady gan this hete, 

Anone she chaunged aUlief dme. 

And all together toumed her xnotie. 

Her vysage waxed rood as any blonde : 

She knewe that the giones iongad Id bar. 

And sayd, Geue me the gtaueB, Ayntyr; 

She toke the gUiuss m ihat sMde, Ogfi 

And lyghtly vpon h^ hmdm Hbem^kL 
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She fell downe> and began to crye; 

And sayd^ Lorde God I aske mercy ! 

I am thy mother that dyd thee here. 

And thou arte myne owne sonne dere. 

Syr Degore full soone tho, 

Toke her vp in his armes two. 

Then were they glad^ and blithe 3 

They kessed together many a sythe. 

The kynge of them had greate meruaile, 6dO 

Of the noyse they made> withoute faile. 

And was abashed of theyr weping> 

And saide, Doughter, what is this thynge ? 

Father, she sayde, wyll ye it here ? 

Ye wene that I a mayden were^ 

Nay trulye, father, I am none. 

For it is xx. wynter agone. 

This is my soone, God it knowe. 

And by these gloues se it looe. 

She tolde hym all together there, 61O 

Howe he was begotted on her. 

Then spake Syr Dc^re, 

Swete mother, then sayde he. 

Where is my father wonninge. 

And when herd ye of hym tydynge } 

Sonne, she sayde, by heauen kynge, 

I can tell of hym no tydinge : 

But when thy father fro me wente, 

A poinUesse swerde he me le&te,. 
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And charged me to kepe it than, 620 

TyU the tyme thou were a man. 

She fet the sworde full swithe. 

And Sir Degore it out swythe. 

Lfonge, and broade it was, perdie. 

There was none suche in that countrey. 

Truelie, sayde Syr Degore than, 

Woso it owed he was a man : 

Nowe God of heauen he me kepe, 

Nyght, nor daye, 1 well not slepe, 

Tyl the tyme I may my father se, 630 

In christendome yf that he be. 

He made him m^ that ylke nyght) 

On the morowe when it was day light. 

He went to churche to heare a masse. 

And made hym red! for to passe. 

Then sayd the kynge, my next kinne, 

I wyl gyue the knyghtes with the to wynne. 

Syr, he sayd, grammercye than, 

Wyth me shall go no other man. 

But my knaue that may take hede, 640 

To myne armure, and to my stede. 

He lept on horse the south to say. 

And rode forth on his iumay : 

SfKny a miles, and manye a waye. 

He rode forth on his palfray, 

■ 

V. 687. wfmu — wend, g«. 
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And euermore he rode west, 

Tyll they came to a forest. 

Wylde beestes there went hym by. 

And foules songe there ful merely. 

So longe they rode tyll it drewe to nyght, €50 

The Sonne went down> and faykd lyghti 

Vnto some towne fayne wold be ride. 

But there was none one neyther syde. 

Sone after he found a castell clere, 

A lady trewly wonned there : 

A fayre castell of lyme, and stone. 

But other towne there was none. 

Degore sayde to his knaue thai tyde; ^ 

Wyll we to that castell ryde. 

And aU nyght abyde wyll we, ^ 6M 

And aske lodgynge for char3rte. 

The drawbridge was vndrawne tho^ 

And the gate stode open also ; 

Vnto the castel they gan theym nptde. 

And fyrst he stabled up his stede | 

And then he set vp his hackeney, 

Inoughe they founde of come and hey. 

He went aboute, and gan to cal, 

Bothe in the court and dke in the hal, 

Neyther for loue, nor yet for awe, €/l9 

Lyuinge man none there they smwe. 

And in the middes of the hall stoure 

There was a great fyre in that kwre; 



\ 
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Then sayd his man kaue syre^ 

I haue wonder who made th3r8 fyrei 

If he wyll come agayne thys nyght, 

I wyll hym abyde as I am a luiyght. 

He set him downe vpon the dease. 

And made him wel at ease. 

Then was he ware sone of one^ 560 

That in at the dore he gan gone, 

And three maydens, fayre and ft«e> 

That were trussed vp to the kne. 

A twayne of them bowes dyd here. 

And two of them charged were. 

With venison^ that was full good. 

Then Syr Degore vp stode. 

And blessed them anone rygfat : 

But they spake not to the knyght. 

But went into the chambre anone, 696 

And shytte the dore full sone. 

And anone after, therewith all 

There came a dwarfe into the hall ; 

Foare foote was the lenght of h3Fm, 

His vysage was both great, and grymme; 

And the heere that on his heed was. 

It loketh as yelowe doth in a glasse ; 

\^th mylke white lace, and goodly Ue, 

But full stoutly then loked he . 

V. 674. ktme for y e U n m^ 
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He ware a cyrcotc that was grene, 700 

With blaunchmer it was furred^ I wene; 

He was well clade, and wel done^ 

His shone was croked as a knighte. 

He was large both of foote, and hand. 

As any man was in that lande. 

Syr D^ore loked on him tho^ 

And to hym reuerence dyd do 5 

And he to him wolde speake no worde. 

But made him redy to laye the horde; 

He layde the cloth^ and set forth bread, 7 10 

And also wine, both whyte and reed ; 

Torches in the hall he dyd lyght. 

All thyng red to souper he dyghte : 

And sone after with grcate honoure 

There came a ladye out of her boure. 

And with her came maydens fyftene. 

Some in reed, and some in grene. 

Syr Degore followed anone rygfat. 

And nought she spake vnto the knyghte. 

But yede, and washed euerychone, JM 

And to souper gan they gone. 

The ladye was fayre, and bryght. 

In the myddes of the desse she set downe ryght : 

F. 701. 6(attncAmer.—- According to Mr. Ellis it ■bonld be 
bUnmehn ee r blanche et mrir, black and white : probably enaiiMU 
K. 713. red rtady. 



STK DSOOKS. 148 

On euery syde sat maidens fyue^ 

Fayre^ and goodly, as any was al3nie. 

Bygod ! then sayde Syr D^ore^ 

I haue you blessed, and you not me. 

But you seme dombe ; by Saint Johan, 

I shall make you speke, and I can ! 

Syr Degore coude of curtesye, 7^ 

He yede, and sate before the lady; 

And when he had taken that seate. 

He toke a knyfe, and cute his meate. 

Full lytell meate at souper eate he. 

He dyd so beholde that mayden fre$ 

Hym thought she was the fayrest lady 

That euer before he dyd see : 

All his heart, thought, and myght. 

Was in that lady that was so bright. 

And when they had supped all, 740 

The dwarfo brought water into y* hall. 

Then gan they washe euerychone. 

And then to Chamber gan they gone. 

Trewly, quod Degore, and after I wyl. 

To loke on that lady all my fjrll : 

Who that me wameth he shall aby. 

Or to do him make a sory crye. 

Vpon the stayre they them nome. 

And sone into the chamber he come. 

The lady that was so fayre, and bright, 7 SO 

Vpon her bed she sate downe ryght. 
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She harped notes swete, and fine^ 

And Syr Degore sate him downe^ 

For to heare the harpes aowne. 

That thorowe the notes of the haipe flhyU, 

He layd hym downe, and slept hit ffU. 

This fayre hidy that ylke nygfale> 

She bad go oouer that gentyll knygfat. 

And the ladye went to another bed at the laste. 

So on the morowe, when it was daye, 7tiO 

The lady rose, the sothe to say. 

And into the chambre the waye gan take; 

She sayde, Syr Knyght, aryse, and wake ! 

The lady sayde, all in game. 

Ye be well worthy to haue blame. 

For as a beest all nyght thou dyd alqie. 

And of my maydens thou tokest no kepe : 

And then aunswered the knyght so £re, 

Mercy I madame, and forgyue it me; 

The notes of thine harpe it made, JfO 

Or eb the good wyne that I had; 

But tel me nowe my lady hendc^ 

Or I out of this chambre wend0» 

Who hath this castel in his hande. 

And who is lorde of this lande ? 

Whether that ye be mayden, or wyfe. 

And in what maner ye kde your lyie, 

AM why you hana so many women, 

Alone withoute any men ) — 
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Syr, fiiyne I wolde tbe tell, 7M 

And thou coulde it amende well i 

My father was a bolde barowne. 

And holden a lorde of iowre, and townej 

He had neuer chylde Imt me, 

I am heyre in this ooontre. 
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There hath me wowed many a knj^ht^ 

And many a squyre wdl dyght } 

But then there wonned here besyde^ 

A stout gyannt, full of pryde; 

He hath me desyred Imig, and yoK^ ygo 

And hym to loue may I neuer more. 

He is about with his mastrye, 

To do me shame, and vilanye. 

And he hath slayne my men, eche on^ 

Saue my sorie dwarfe akme. 

Ryght as she stode she Hdl to the gnmnde, . 

And sowned there in that atounde. 

All her damoselles to her come. 

To comfort her, and her Tp nomei 

Theladyelokedonayrlkgore; 800 

Lyefo damoi then sayde he. 
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Be not adrade, while 1 am here^ 

I wyll the helpe, to my power. 

SjT, she sayde^ all my lande 

I wyll cease it into thy hande. 

And aU my good I wyll the geue. 

And aU my bodye^ whyle 1 lyue. 

For to be at your wyll, 

Earlye, and late, loude, and styU, 

And thy leman for to bee, 61 D 

To wreke me nowe, on myne eiiem3re. 

Than was Syr Degore foyne to fyght. 

For to defend the ladyes ryght. 

And to slaye that other knyght, . 

And wyne that ladye that was so brygfat 

And ad they stode both in feare. 

Her maydens came ridinge with heauye dicre. 

She bade drawe the brydge hastelye. 

For here cometh yowe enemie. 

Or els he wyU sle vs eche one. 890 

Syr Degore starte Tp anone. 

Out at a wyndowe she hym see. 

He was sone armed on horse hye. 

So stout a man as he was one. 

In armes sawe she neuer none. 

Syr D^ore armed hym beliue. 

And out of the castel he gan dryue. 
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And rode euen tbegyaant aganef 

They smote toother whk much maine. 

That theyr good speares all to braste, 830 

Degore was stronge^ and sate fiiste. 

But his stedes backe braste a two; 

Then Syr Degore fSell to the grounde tho. 

And then he stert vp, and lough. 

And his swerde he out drough ; 

Then sayd the gyaunt to hym anone» 

On fbte we wyll togyther gone : 

Thou hast, sayd Degove, slayne my good tlede, ' 

I hope to quite the thy medej 

To slee thy stede nought I wyll, 840 

But to fjTght with the my fjrH. 

And tho they fought on Ibte, in fere, 

Whh stronge strokes and hdme dere. 

The gyaunt gaue Syr Degore 

^uge strokes, great plente ; 

And Syr D^ore did him also, 

TyU helme and basynet braste in two; 

The gyaunte was agreued sore. 

Because he had his bloud fbrlore. 

He stroke upon Syr Degore so, 8M 

Than to the grounde he made him go; 

Syr Degore reoouered sone aaone. 

And such a stroke he gaue thai knyght^ 

And on the crowne so it sette. 

That through his hebne, and basynette. 
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He made his swerde go thorowe hla beed^ 

And anone the gyaunt £d downe deed. 

The lady sat in her castd. 

And sawe al the betayle^ 

Howe the gyaunt was sleyne, 860 

That wolde her haue fbrhune. 

She was as glad of that syght 

As euer was byrde of the daylyghte. 

Syr Degore came to the castel 

And against hym came that dameaeL 

She thanked hym of his good deede. 

And to her chamber she dyd hym leade : 

She set hym on her btodde anone;. 

And vnarmed hym full aone. 

She toke hym in her arme two> 8^6 

And kyssed hym a hundred tymea and mo: 

And sayde^ all my good I wyll the gtm^ 

And my bodye while I lyue;— 

Grammercie ! damosell, then aayde h^ 

Of that ye haue graunted me; 

But I must into farre contre^ 

My auentures for to see: 

Vnto these twelue monethea be Bfgo, 

And then I shall come you Uu 

He betoke her to the heauen kjmge^ 880 

The lady wept at his departyi^* 

Syr Degore rode vpoA hk waye^ 
Many a longe ioaniey^ 
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And euermoie be rode weste^ 

Tyll a iaad he founde in a ftimte. 

To hym came prickyng a knygbt 

Well armed^ and on his horse dyght« 

In annes that wolde endure^ 

With fyne golde^ and ryche asure. 

Thre bores heades were therein, 89O 

The whiche were of golde fyne 1 

Aa sone as euer he sawe that knyglrt> 

He spake to hym anone ry^it. 

And sayd^ vylaine, what doest thou keft. 

In my forest to slee my dere } 

Syr Degore sayd, with wordea mdce, 

Syr, of thy dere I take no kepe; 

For I am an auenturous knigfat> 

That goeth to seke warre^ and %htw • . - ; 

His father answered, and sayd, sane fiayle, 9OD 

And thou become to seke batayle. 

Then make the redy in a stounde. 

For thou hast thy fdowe fbunde e 

And then Syr Degore with out daunger. 

Armed hym to fyg^ With bis flBtber. 
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His hdme was good for the nones^ 

And well set with predous stones; 

It myght wel be his owne sans fsyle. 

For he wanne it onse in batayle. 

He cast his shielde about his swere, 91O 

Of ryall armes good^ and dere. 

His good stede he began to stride. 

He toke his speare, and began to ryde> 

And his man toke another speaiej 

And by his syde he gan it here. ^ 

But loke what fbly began that tyde» • 

The Sonne against the lather gan ryde : 

But neyther knewe other aryght> 

And thus begane they to fyght. 

Syr Degore had the greater shafte, 030 

And wonder well he ooold his craft; 

To dashe hym downe then had be w«it> 

And in his shyeld set suche a deat^ 

That his good speare all to braste > 

But his father was strong, and sat fsste. 

Another course then haue they take. 

The fiftther for the sonnes sake. 

So harde they smote together in sothe. 

That theyr horses backes brake both. 
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And then they fought on fote in fere^ gSO 

With hard stroke and helme dere. 

And thus his father amaruayled was. 

Of his swerde that was poyntles. 

And to hym sayd anone ryght, 

A byde a whylc, thou gentyll knygfat. 

Where was thou borne, and in what Isnd ?— * 

Syr, he sayd, in England : 

A kynges doughter is my mother. 

But I wot not who is my fother. 

What is thy name then ? sayd he.— 940 

Syr, my name is Degore. 

Syr Degore, thou art welcome. 

For wel I wote thou arte my sonne. 

By this swerde I knowe the here. 

The poynt is in my pautenere. 

He toke the poynt, and sette it to. 

And they accorded bothe two. 

So longe the haue spoke togither. 

Both the Sonne, and the father. 

That they be ryght well at one 95O 

Th^ father, and the sonne alone. * 

Syr Degore, and his feither dere. 

Into Englande they rode in fere; 

They were both armed, and wel dighte, 

As it behoueth euerye knyght. ■* 

They rode fwi;h on theyr ioumey. 

Many a myle of that contrey. 
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And on theyr way they rode fall hMi, 

Into England they came at the laate; 

When they myght Ig^ngland ee, gSO 

They drewe thyther as they wold be ; 

When they were to th^ palayes oome. 

They were welcome^ all and 8onie> 

And they behelde ouer bH, 

The ladyc them spyed ouer a widl. 

And when the ladye sawe that syght. 

She went to them with all her myght« 

And ryght well she them knewe^ 

And then she chaunged all her hewe^ 

And sayd, my dere sonne Degore> gjO 

Thou hast thy father brought with thee. 

Trewly^ madame^ then sayd he^ 

Full well I wote it is he. 

Nowe thanked be God then> sayde the kjnge^ 
For nowe I knowe« without leasynge^ 
Who is Degores father in dede. 
The lady sowned in that atede. 
And soone after sykerlye 
The knyght wedded that lady. 
She and her sonne was departed atwfaij QW 

For he and she were to nye kynne. 
Forthe then went Syr Degore, 
With the kynge^ and his menye^ 
His father and his mother dere, 
Vnto the castell they went in feait, 

V, 965. infean^ far/ er * to g t tkt r. 
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Where as dwelled that lady bright^ 
That he had wonne in rights 
And wedded her with great solepnite^ 
Before all the lordes of that eountre. 
Thus came the knyght out of his care: 
God geue us grace wel to tare. 
And that we vpon domes daye^ 
Come to the blysse that lasteth aye ! 
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Sst ffiaiusi^ter. 



This spiriied Utile romance baOad hm$ 
until noto been printed. Txvo MSS. are knamm ef 
it: one in the British Museum^ amorist ikeK$ng*i 
MSS, 1 7' B. XLIII, apparently xoritten early in 
the \5th century^ and noticed in Cadey^g catalogue 
as '* A song of the Duke and Duchess of Austria, 
and Sir Gowther their son, begotten of the Devil,** 
Jrom which a transcript xnas made for this impr€9^ 
sion; and a second in the library of the Faadiy rf 
Advocates at Edinburgky (MS. FacJ^ V. VIL VJ.) 
It professes to have been taken from the Breton lays^ 
a description of poetry, on vohich some light kas 
been thrown by later antiquaries^ but the origin and 
nature of which appears still enveloped in wnch 
obscurity. Whatever may have been the sontreo of 
this ballad, its original stock has not been ditcooered^ 
and indeed, as Mr. Tyrwhitt conjectures^ tkotper^ 
haps the only collection of the Breton lays now extant^ 
is that by Marie the poetess^ it seems clear that ike 
lay Jrom which this poem is translated no longer 
exists, any more than those to which Chancer aUndee 
as being popular in his time, and which kekadlaid 
under contributionfor his * Frankeleyns tale* 

It is true that Chaucer speaks only qfkis lay as 
being ** in remembrance,*' but there can be Stile 
doubt that there was a collection of Breton b^, 
distinct Jrom those by Marie, actually exisOtig in 
MS. subsequent to the period when tkejbiher ^ 
English poetry Jlouriskedj since we see thai Ao 



tramdaiioM of Ms ballad partictdariMet Us original 
as beimg 

1 wreUu mparchimm 






In the first lay cf Britanyc/'-'l. 674. et Mf. 

That the original poem voas produced in this 
coimlry may be fairly conjectured^ as wUJirom the 
allegation of its being a Breton lay, as from tie 
intenud evidence it qfords by its allusion to St. 
Gotlake (1. 670.) This is undoubtedly St. GutUas, 
in honour of whom Croyland Abbey^was founded^ 
A. D.71O, by Ethelbald King of the Mercians^ 
out of gratitude to his deceased confessor. The 
odour qfGuthlac*s sanctity does not appear to hone 
eMended beyond the bounds tfthis island^ as his 
stame does not occur in that celebrated magamne tff 
monkish credulity ^ the Golden Legend, tohich was 
originally written in Latin^ as is well ihtoton, hy 
Jacobus de Voragine^ Archbishop ofGenoa^ towards 
' the middle qfthe l^th century^ and which thek^bre 
may be supposed to have contained parOculare ^ 
those saintly personages alonCf whose famef instead 
of being locals was generally bruited. Although I 
am not aware of their precise nature^ many miracles 
were performed by St, GutUac^ since the venerable 
Jngulphus himself had made (as he assures us) a 
collection qf them from the conventual records^ Still 
however we might be at a loss to conjecture why the 
names of the Duke and Duchess ofOstrych were m- 
troducedf unless we suppose that those lays were 
subsequently translated into one qfthe northefn &111- 
guageSf as Mr. Tyrwhitt conjectures might hone 



heen the cate mik Martens lays, tmder ike tiile of 
Vans Britannarum Fabuls, and comefuenify 
adapted by the alteration of nameSf to the people 
tohose language xioa$ used. This however must lead 
to a Jurther supposition that the English irandaiion 
was madejrom the northern transcript ^ a drcMtU" 
stance certainly very improbable. 

This story strongly resembles the old romance of 
Robert the Devil^ of which a metrical English uer- 
sioUf copied Jrom a MS. temp. Elizabeth^ was pub* 
lished a Jew years since* The ballad be/ore us hofw^ 
ever is not only much more valuablejrom its greater 
antiquity^ but the compression of the story renders 
it less wearisomCf and it is also more curious Jrom 
the introduction of the incidetU producing the hero*s 
Urthf which is altogether varied in thejbrmer poem. 
The belief in the sexual connexion between damons 
and mortals, was in the middle ages very general^ 
and independent of the instance of Merlin, (which 
is so generally known^ and in the ballad particularly 
alluded to J was supposed to have been the origin ^ 
even some of the saints of the Romish Calendar, 

It is highly probable however that this poem^ as 
well as the romance of Robert the Devil, had one 
common stock, Tliere is also a romance in the Alt* 
plat'deusscher tongue, in which the conduct of a 
fond child strongly resembles that of Syr Gowghter 
during his infancy, 

I should conceive the name of the hero to be a 
bbmderifig translation, or alteration of* Gautier. 
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CzoD that art of myghtia most, 
Kder, and Sooe, and Holy Goat, 

That bought man on rode so dere ! 
Shelde vs from the fbwle fende. 
That is a bojit mannya sowle to ahende- 

AH tymes of the yere.^ 
Sum tyme the fende hadde postee ■ 
For to dele with ladies free 

In likenesae of here ferej 
So that he be gat Merlyng and mo. 
And wrought ladies ao mikU wo. 

That feriy it is to here. 
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A seloowgh thyng that is to here, 
A fend to nyegh a woman so nere. 

To make here with childe^ 
And mannes kynde of here to tan. 
For of hun self hath he non. 

Be marie maide mylde. 
As derkis sayn, and weten wel howe : 
Y may not all reherce nowe, 20 

But Crist from shame us shylde : 
I shal tel yow how a chUd was gete. 
And in what sorow his moder he sett. 

With his workis so wild. 

Of that baron ybom emblithe, 
Crist yeue him ioy that wuUe lythe, 

Of auntres that be felle : 
Yn the layes of Britanye that was I sowght. 
And owt of oon was y brought. 

That louely is to telle. 30 

There was a duk in Ostrych 
Weddyd a lady nobil and riche. 

She was &yre of flessh and feUe; 
To the lyly was likened that lady dere. 
Here body was rede as blossomes on brere. 

That courteis damysell. 

F. 27. aim<ret*-€OiDtraclJ(« iot adieeiUmrta^ 
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Whan she was weddid that ladi sheiie, 
Duches she was w^outen wene, 

A grete fest gan the! make 9 
Enyghtes and squyres on the font day> 40 

On steedes hem gentely to play. 

Here shaftes gan thei shake: 
On the morow the lordes gente 
Made a riall touraement 

For the lady is sake; 
The duk wan steedes ten, " < 

And bare downe many dowghti men. 

Here shildes gan he crake. 

Whan the feste gan to seese 

The worth! duk and ducheese 50 

They leuid to geder with wenne; 
Full vii. yere togeder thei were. 
He gat no childe, ne none she bepe. 

Here ioy gan wex full thenne. 
As it bifill vpon a day. 
To the lady he gan say. 

Now mote we part a twene. 
But ye myght a childe here. 
That myght my londes wdd and wwe ; 

She wept and myght not bljfBiie. ^ ^ 00 

M 2 
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Than moraed the lady dere. 
That al f alwyd hire fmire chere. 

For she conceyuid nowght. 
She praid to Crist and Marie mylde, 
Shulde hire grace to haue a childe> 

In what man' she ne xought. 
As she walkyd yn here orcheyerde Tppon a day 
She mett a man in a riche aray. 

Of loue he here bisowght : 
He come in liknesse of here lorde finee > JO 

Vnder nethe a chestayn tree 

His will with here he wrought 

Whan he had his will y doon^ 
A fowle fend he stode yppe soon ; 

He lokid and hire byhUde, 
And said^ dame^ I haue gete on the ' 
A childe^ that yn his yongthe wild flhal be 

His wepen for to welde. 
She blissid here^ and from him ran 
Intil here chamber anon she cam^ 60 

That was so strange of belde; 
She said to here lorde so mylde> 
To nyght y hope to conoeyue a childe. 

That shall yowre knides wdde. 
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An angd^ that was so feire and hnfjiatp 
Told me so this yonder nyght, 

I trust to Cristis sonde^ 
That he woll stynt vs of owre strife. 
In his armys he toke his wife. 

That frely was to fonde. 
What it was euen to bed thei chase. 
The riche duk and the duches. 

For no man wold thei wonde> 
He pleid him with that lady hende. 
She was bounde w''* a fende 

Til Crist wold lose hire bonde. 
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The childe with yn hire was non otber 
But Marlyngs half brother^ 

On fende gat hem bothe; 
He seruid neuer for other thyng. 
But temptid men and women yyng 

To dele w^ hem for sothe. 
Thus the lady gretid fest^ 
in she was delived atte last 

Of on that wolde do scathe; 
To the church thei gan him.bere. 
And cristen his name Ooughthere, 

That afterwarde wax breme and bralhe. 
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V. 104. MMl idmred. 
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The lord comforted the lady gent^ 

And after norsis anone he sente^ 1 10 

Of the best in that contree^ 
Sume were nobcU knyghtes wyfesj 
He sak so sore thei lost here lyfes. 

Full sone he hadde slayn three. 
The childe throfe and swythe wax. 
The duk sent after other sex. 

As wetnesse the storie : 
Or that the xii. monthis weren comyn and gon 
Nyen norsys he had y sloon. 

Ladies faire and free. 120 

Knyghtis of that contre gadered hem in fieuKiejr 
And said, forsothe this is no game. 

To sleyn here ladies soo; 
Thay bad him ordeyne for his sone. 
For he myght not haue his wone. 

Nor non norses moo. 
Than bifill his moder a f erly happe ; • 
On a day she bad him here pappe. 

And he arizhte here soo. 
He tare the oon side of here brest, 130 

The lady cried after a prest. 

Into a chamber she fled him frob. 

V. 113. MJb—tbepflrfcct tense of mdlc. 
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Than a leche helid vppe the lady sor. 
She durat not yeue him sowke no more. 

That yong childe Gowghtere; 
But fedde him vppe with other foode, 
Aa moch as him behoved. 

That dare y sanely swere. 

That in oon yere more he wex 
Than other childem did in sex. 

Him semed wel to ride; 
He wax wikkid in all withe, 
Jlia fader him myght not chastithe, 

Bnt made him knyght that tyde : 
He gaf him his beet awerde in honde. 
There was no knyght in all that toode 

A dent durst him a byde ; 
But after whan his &der was dede, 
CoiAdl was his moder rede. 

Here sorow myght no man hide. 

Dowrey for him mnst slie haue none. 
But in castell of lyme and stone 

Faat from him sho fledde : 
She made hire strong and hild lier there. 
Here men myght syng of sorow and care. 

So strut thfu were be stedde. 
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For where he iQCtt hem hi the way, 
Alas^ the while^ thei myght say. 

That euer his moder him fedde ! 
For with his fauchon he wold hem flloo^ l60 

Or strike here hers hake a twoo, 

Swich parell thei dredde. 

Thus was the duk of grete renown. 
Men of religion he throng hem down 

Where he myght hem mete 5 
Masse nor mateyns wold he none here, 
Ne no prechyng of no frere. 

Thus dare I yow he hete. 
And tho that wold not werk his ^ill, 
Erly and late, lowde and still, I70 

Ful sore he wold hem hete : 
Huntyng he loued al there hest. 
In parkes, and in wild forest. 

Where he myght it gete. 

Aa he rode on huntyng vppon a day. 
He saw a nonnery hi the high way. 

And theder gan he ride 3 
The proresse, and here couent 
W^ procession agayn him went, - 

Trewly in that tyde -, 180 

V, 178. pnw'f IIP lie for priorcne. 
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Thei kneled down vppon Iiere knee. 
And said, li^ lord welcome lie yee, 

Yn hert is nowght to hide. — 
He drofe hem home into here chirche. 
And brend hem vppe : thus giui he wercb, 

Hifl lose sporng fill wide. 
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Al tho that wold on God bdefe, 
He was abowte hem to greoe. 

In all that he myght doo : 
Maidenes mariagies wold he spill, |j] 

And take wyfes egayn here will. 

And sle here husbondes too. 
He made prestes and derkcs, to lepe od cngges, 
Monkes and ftcres to hong on knaggeSf 

Thus wonderly wold he doo : 
He brent vp heremites on a fire. 
And paid widows the same hire. 

He wrought hem mochill woo. 
A good old erll of that contree. 
To the duk than rode bee, 20 

And said. Sir, whi doest thow soo } 
Thow comest neuer of Crists itrene. 
Thou art sum fendes sone y wene, 

Bi thi werkis it semeth so. 
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Thou doest no good, but euer ill. 
Thou art bi sibbe the dead of hell. — 

Than was Sir Gowghter thro. 
And said, if thou lye on me. 
Hanged, and to draw shalt thow be. 

Or than thow fro me go. 
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He kept this erll fast in holde. 
And to his moder is castel he wold. 

As fEist as he may rydej 
He said to his moder free. 
Who was my feuler ? tell thow me. 

Or my swerd shal thorow the gluie. 
He set the poynt to here brest. 
And said, dame, thow getest non other prast. 

The sothe if thow hide. — 
She said, sone, the duke that deyde laste. 
That is owt of this world paste. 

He weddid me with pride. 
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Tbt sothe trewly shal I say; 

As y went in owre orcheyerd yppon a day, 

A fend bygatte the thore ; 
He come in liknesse of my lord, so firee, 
Vndemethe a chestan tree; — 

Tho sythed Sir Gowghter fill sore. 
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And 8aid> shryue the moder, and do tliy best. 
For y will to Rome er than y reste^ 

To leue vp another lere. 
Swych a thought fell vppon him dowtdy^ 
That ofte he gan to crye mercy ! 

To Jesu that Marie bare. 
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Than Sir Gowghter rode him home agayn^ 
And to the olde erll he gan sayn^ 

A trew tale told thow me : 
Now wol I to Rome to that apposteU, 
To be shreven^ and after asoyled ; 

Good sir, kepe my castel free. 
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Thus he left the old erll than^ 

To kepe his londes, lesse, and mayr $ 

Sir Goughter forthe gan glide : 
Uppon his fote fast he ranne. 
He toke with him nor horse, nor man. 

Him was leuer to ryn than ryde. 
His fauchon he toke with him thoo. 
He left that neuer for wel> ne woo. 

But hynge that bi his side. 
And to the cowrt gan he aech ; 
Or he myght come to the pope's spech, 

Ful long he gan abyde. 
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He knded down yppon hia kiie> 

And said to him fill sone; 
He asked him with high sown, 
Cryst, and ahsoludon ! 

The pope him graunted his bone. 
Whens art thow^ and of what oontre ? 
Duk of Ostrich, sir, said hee. 

By trewe God on trone ! 260 

That was goten w^ a fende. 
And bom of a lady hende» 

Y trowe my good dayes ben done. 

Art thow cristyn ? said hee, 
Trewly sir, he saide, yee^ 

My name is Gowghter. 
Than said the pope, thou art comyn heder. 
Or ells y most haue gon theder. 

And that fill lothe me were : 
For thow hast holy chirch destroyed. 270 

Holy fader, he said, be noght anoye4» 

I shall the verely swere. 
That what paines ye me yeue, 
I shall do that, if y may leue, 
^ And neuer cristen man dere. 

r. 253. Qn. A line wanting here to complete tiw ttanie? 
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Lay down thy fituchon than tiie tiro. 
Thou shalt be shreuen er thow go. 

And assoyled er I blynne. 
Nay, holy fieuler, said Gowghter, 
This fauchon most y with me here, 280 

My frendes happely ben fill thynne. 
Thow shalt walk north, and sowthe. 
And gete thi mete owt of houndis mouth. 

This pennance shalt thow gynne. 
And speke no word, euen ne odde. 
Til thow haue very wetyng of Grodde, 

Foi^gevyn be all thy synne. 

He knded byfore the worthy apposteU, 
That solemly gan him assoyle. 

With worde as y yow saye, 090 

Of all that day mete gat he none, 
Saufe owt of a houndes mouth a bone. 

And forth he went his way; 
He trauayled owt of that cetee. 
Into a nother fer contree. 

For sothe as I yow say. 
He set him down vppon an hillf 
A greyhounde brought brede Urn tfll 

At hegh none of the day. 
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Thre dayes there he lay. 
And a greyhound every day, 

A barly lofe him bowght. 
The fowrethe day him Come none. 

And thanked God in thowght. 
Bysyde him stode a faire casteQ, 
The emporour of Ahnayn there 3m gan dwdl> 300 

And theder him gothe fdl softe; 
He set him down w^^owt the gate. 
He dm^t not goon yn there ate. 

Though him were woo yn thowght. 

That waytes blew vppon the wall, 
Knyghtes gadered hem in to the hall. 

They wysshe, and went to mete. 
Vp he rose, and yn is gocm, 
Ussher at the hall dore fond he non, 

Ne porter at the gate ; 810 

He presed blythely thorow the pieae. 
Even til the hegh bord he ehese. 

There vnder he made hia sele : 
There come the steward w**^ a rod in hiB-boode^ 
To do him thens thfts he. wold I6nd9» 

And thret him to bete. 

V. 307. wynhe — perfect tense of iroifc. 
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What is that > said the emperour ; 
The stewarde said^ w'** grete honowre> 

My lord it is a man -, 
The fayrest, and the most, that euer y seye> 320 
Come se yoivreselfe that is no lye ; — 

The emperour till him cam. 
But worde of him cowde they non gete, 
Lete him sit, said the emperour, and gete him mete, 

Ful litell good he can; 
Or that may happe thorow sum chaunce 
That it is geue him in sum penaunoe. 

Thus said the emperore thanne. 

Whan the emp'. was aU senryd, 

A knyght had his mete y kerryd, 330 

He sent the domme man part $ 
He let hit stonde, and wolde non. 
But a spaynel come rynne w^ a bone. 

And in his mouth he that lart. 

The domme man to him he ranght. 
And that bone to him he cawght. 

There on fast he tare } 
For other sustinaimce he had nowght. 
But such as he fro houndes cawght. 

The more was his care. 340 
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The (loinnie manne with he 

There was his best bekle. 

Thus among houndes he wa 

At euen to his chamber he i 

And y hdyd vnder a teld 

And euery day he came to h 

And Hobbe the foole thei ga 

To Criste he gan him yek 

Than hadde the same empon 

A dowghter as white as lylie 

Was too so domme as he. 

She wolde haue spoke, but si 

Therefore fill oftc she sighed, 

The ladi bright of blee. 
To him she was a ful good fr« 
And mete to houndes, for his 
Pul ofte, and grete plente. 
Ether of hem lojied other brig 
But to other no word thei spel 
That was the more pete. 
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Than in on nuHOw come a masBynger^ 
To the empo^ with steme chere. 

And said to him ful right : 
Syr, my lorde wel greteth the. 
That is Sowdan of Perce, 

Man most of myght; 370 

And byddeth that thow shuldest him send 
Thyn owne dowzter, that is so hend. 

That he myght hire wedde. 
The empo^ said, y haue none but oon. 
And she is domme as eny stone. 

The fairest that euer was fedde. 
And y wiU neuer while y am sownde, 
Yeue hire to none hethyn hounde, ■ 

Than were my bales bredd ; . 
Yet may she sum good halowe sedie, 380 

Thorow grace of God, to haue ^)eche. 

Agayn the massenger spedde. 

And when he tolde his lorde soo. 
In that contree was moch woo. 

The sowdan cam ful nere. 
Tke empo^ was dowghti man vnder ahylde. 
And met the sowdan in the filde. 

For both had batayle there. 

N 
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Sir Gowghter went to chamber smert^ 

And bysowght God in his hert> 396 

As he had bowght him dere. 
To send him bothe armor, and shilde. 
And hors to ride in the fild. 

To help his lord yere. 

He ne had so sone that I thought, 
A colblack stede was him ybrought, 

Stode redy withowt the dore : 
And armor of the same color, 
Vp he stert w'** grete honor. 

He was both styf and store. 400 

Shyld on shulder gan he hong. 
And cawght a swerd that was lai^ and totig. 

He spared nether lesse, ne more ; 
Owt at the castel yates he went ; 
Al this saw the domme lady gent. 

As she stode in hire towre. 

The sowdan that was so steme and stowte, 
Ful fast in the filde he prikyd a bowte. 

To sembill his men he cast : 
By that tynie Sir Gowzter was come there, 410 
And many stowte shildes down he bare. 

And laid on wonder fost : 

r. 409. coff — emphycd hmu^, or endeammted* 
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Crete stedes he made to staker. 
And knyghts armour all to flatour. 

Whan blode thorow brenyys bitist ; 
Many hehnys there he hitt^ 
Vpright myght thei not sitt. 

But to the ground he hem cast. 

He put the sowdan to flyght> 

Sir Gowghter so moch of myght, 420 

He slow Saresines by dene : 
He rode hime byfore the empo^ |— > 
Al this saw the lady in her towre> 

That was bothe bright and ahene. 

He went to his chamber, and vnarmyd him sone. 
His horse and barneys away was done, 

He wyst where it bycam; 
When the empo^. wessh, and went to mete, 
Vnder the hegh bord he made his aete. 

Two small raches to him come. 430 

The lady toke twey greyhoundes fjn. 
And wyssh here mouthes dene w^ Prjut, 

And put a lofe in that one : 
He rawght it fro him w^ eger inode, 

Ful wel was him by gout. 

V, 497. the word not appears to be omitted. 
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Whan he had made him wd at ese. 
He went to chamber, and toke hiB ese, 

Withyn that wortWy wone. 
On the morow agayn come the massynger. 
Fro the sowdan with steme chere, 440 

To the empo'. is he gone. 

And said : sir, here is my letter. 
My lord is come to assay the better. 

Yesterday ye slow his men ; 
He hath asembled in the felde. 
Of dowghti Sarezyns, vnder shilde, 

Syxti thowsand and ten. 
On the he will auenied be. 
Hors and armour than, said he, ^ 

Hastly had we thenne. 450 

God sent Sir Gowghter thorow his mygbt 
A blode rede stede, and armour bryglit. 

He folowed thorow frith, and fenne. 

Bothe parties haue wel araied. 
Sir Gowghter as the story said. 

Come ridyng hem betwene ; 
Grete steedis he made to stomble, 
Knyghtes ouer hors backys to tomUe, 

That hardy were and kene. 
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He hew asonder bothe lielme> and shyld^ 460 

Feld down here baners in the felde^ 

That were bothe bright and shene ; 
He bet adown the Saresyns blak. 
And made here backes for to crake^ 

He rede that he was fene. 

Now dere God^ said the empo'.. 

When com the knyght that is so stjfe and stowre^ 

And al araide in rede^ 
Both hors, armour^ and his steede ? 
A thowsand Sarezyns ^e hath made Uede^ 470 

And beteen hem to dethe^ 
That heder is come to help me, • 
And yesterday in blak was he. 

That stered hem in that stede. 
And so he will er he goo hens. 

His dentis be heuy as lede. 

He behild his fawchon fel. 

And saw he be set his stroke well. 

And that he wastid none : 
The empo'. priked into his pres, 480 

A nobell knyght withowten les. 

He made the sowdan to gon. 

r. 463. They beUeved thathewai afimL 
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That at the bataile > 

V'ndur the hj^h hm\ S 

The lady haght here g, 

^revelj as no thyng 

She fed how the ful sot 

Right as she dyd the & 

For no man wold she 

Lordes reuehd in the ha 
There daunsid many a h 
With here mynstralsi i 
Sir Gowghter went to hi 
Him lystyd nothyng for 
For he was full weri. 
For gret strokes that he 1 
When he atte bataUl few| 
Among the earful crye. 
fti*thowght was moch t] 
How he myght his sowle 
To hlysse aboue the sk} 
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Than grette lordes to bedde weie hoiwn, 
Knyghtes^ and squyere^ of grete renown^ 

In story as it is tolde. 
Amorow agayn came the massynger^ 
Fro the sowdan with sterne chere^ 

And said : sir empo''. thi ioy is oolde : 
My lord hath sembled a new powere^ 
And byddeth the send thi dowghter dett. 

Or ere hir loue shall be solde^ 
Or he wull hurt the body> and bon^ 
An alyue leue not on 

Of thy burgeys bold. 
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I come to him^ said the empo^ 5 

Y shall do semble a wel strong power> 

And mete him, yf y may. 
Dowghti knyghts larg and long, 
Wel y armyd euer among. 

By high prime of the day. 
On hors redy, w'** shelde, and spare. 
The nobill knyght Sir Gowghter, 

To Jesu Crist gan he pray, 
Shild send him armour tite. 
So had he, and a steede mylk white> 

And rode after in good aray. 
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Hys twey com3mge the domme lady had seen. 
And his thyrdde wendyng, w^^owten wene. 



And (i()\\|:htcT rode hyt'ore his I 

Of kn\i;htrs he uiis oddc : 
Grete lordes of Jiethenesse to de 
And hire bandes to the erth he s 
His strokes fil full sadde. 

The sowdan bare in sabill blak 
Thre lyons withouten lak. 

All of sylver shene ; 
On was crowned w'^ gowles reed 
Another with gold in that stede. 

The thred w"* dyuers of grene. 
His helme was ful richely fret^ 
Al w^ riche charbocles bysett^ 

And dyamounde bytwene ; 
His batell was fid well araid. 
And his baner ful brode displayec 

Sone after turned to him tene. 

For the nobill knyght Gowghtere 

He bare him so goodely in his ge 

Men nedeth no better to sechej 
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Al that he with his fawchon hit^ 

They fil to the ground^ and rose not yet. 

To seke after no leche. 
Yet durst he neuer in anger, ne tene, 500 

Speke po worde withouten wene. 

For drede of Goddes wreche ; 
And thow him houngerd, he durst not ete. 
But such as from houndes he mygfat gete. 

He did as the pope gan teche. 

Thus did Sir Gowghter the gentil knyght ; 
But the empo^ that was so steme in fight, 

Ful smartly he was tanne : 
And away w"" the sowdan he was ledde. 
Sir Gowghter rode after, and made him leue his wedd. 

And smote of his hede thanne. SJl 

Thus restued he his lorde, and browght him agayiM, 
And thankid God with hert ftiyne. 

That formed both blode and bon. 
Right w^*" that come a Sarezyn w^ a spere, 
Thorow shilde, and shulder, smote Gowghter, 

Tho made the domme lady mone. 

For sorow she saw that stowre. 
She sowne, and fill owt of hir towre. 

And brak full negh her nedce. 590 

V. 569. xereche — unratk, V. 572. restued — retnted. 
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Two squyres in him bare. 
And iii. dales she moued not yare^ 
As thowh she had be dede. 

The empo\ wyssh, and went to mete^ 
And w'^ him other lordes grete. 

That at the bataill hadde ben. 
Sir Gowghter was womided sare. 
Into the hall he gan fare^ 

He myssyd the lady shene. 

Among the houndes his mete he wan^ 59O 

The empo^ was a earful man. 

For his dowghter gent: 
Massyngers were sent to Rome 
After the pope, and he come sone 

To here terement. 
Whan cardynales herd this tid3mgei^ 
Thei come to hir beryengs j 

Such grace God hath here sent. 
That she stered hir selfe, and ras. 
And spake wordes that witti was, GOO 

To Sir Gowsjhter w*** good entent. 

And said -, my Lorde of hevyn greteth the well, 
Foryeue ben thi synnes, euery dell. 
And graunteth the his blysse; 

V, 599. 
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He byddeth the tpeke boldely. 

To ete, and drynk, and make the mery, 

Thowe shalt ben on of his. 
Fader ! she said to the empo*'.> 
This is the knyght that hath fowghten in stowre. 

For yow in thre batellis 3rwy8. 6lO 

The pope that shroffe Gowghter at Roine, 
By knew him whan he theder oome. 

And lowly gan him kys. 

Now art thow bycome Goddes chUde> 
The dare not drede of thi werkys wyld. 

For sothe I tell it the. 
Thorow grace of God^ and the popis stent. 
He was made wedde the lady gtat. 

That curtays was, and fre. 
She was lady good, and faire, (Mo 

Of all hir faders londes eyre, 

A better may none be. 
The pope wold no lenger lend. 
But yafe him all his blessyng hend ; 

To Rome than went he. 

Whan the fest was browght to ende. 
Sir Gk>wghter gan to Ostryche wend. 
And gaffe the old erl aD, 



And \:if thrr to rent tor ;iy , 

And ^;ii(l : \)c ht'ried here y shall 
And thereyn put monkes blake^ 
To rede, and syng, for Goddes sake 
And closid it w'*^n a wall. 

For thowh the pope had him y shrc 
And hi8 synnes were fore yeue. 

Yet was his hert full sore. 
That he shuld so wyckedly wrech. 
To brenne the nonnes in here cherc 

Another abbay made he thore. 
There he did make another abbay> 
And put theryn monkes gray. 

That mykill cowde of lore : 
To syng, and rede, to the worlde y 
For the nonnes that he brend. 

All that cristen were. 

Thus went Sir Gowghter home age 
By that tyme he come to Almayn, 
His wyf is fiader was dede ; 
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Tho was he lord, and einpo\ > 

Of all christendome he hare the flowre, 

Aboue the Sarezyns hede. 
What man bad tiiin for Godde sake do, 
Trewly he was redy therto. 

And stode (xiure men in stede ; 
And maynteyned pouer men in here right. 
And halp holy chirche with his myght, 600 

Thus cawght he better rede. 

And livid in good lyfe many a zere, 
Empo'. of grete powere. 

And wisely gan he wake. 
Whan he dayed, for soth to say. 
He was ber}-e(l in that abbay. 

That he first gan make; 
There he lyeth in a shryne of gold. 
And doth maracles as it is tolde. 

And hatt Seynt Gotlake 670 

He make blynd men for to se, 
Wode men to haue here wit, parde, 

Crokyd here cruches for sake. 

This tale is wreten in parchemen. 
In a stori good and fyn. 
In the first lay of Britanye. 

V, 665. dayed-^kd. 
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Lytill, iiKH'lie, old and yynjj^, 

Y blys-^yd mote they be : 
God yeue hem grace whan they shal < 
To heuyn blys here sowles wend> 

With angdys bryght of ble. 

Amen pur charite. 

K. 677. mytiia — might. 
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